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[EPISTLE! DEDICATORY 
| To Her GRACE the 


DUTCHESS | 


PORTSMOUTH. 


MADAM, 


"ER E. it t polſible tor me to let the 
World know how entirely your Grace's 

41 - Goodneſs has devoted a, poor Man to 
Jour Service; were there Words enough in Speech to 
expreſs che mighty Senſe I have of your great Bounty 
towards me; ſurely. 1 ſhould Write and Talk of it 
for ever: But your Grace has given me ſo large a 


Theme, and laid ſo very vaſt a Foundation, that 


Imagination 3 to Build upon ic. I am 
as one Dumb when I would Speak off; it; and when 
[{trive to Write, I want a Scale of Thought ſuffici- 
ent to com prehend the Height of it. Forgive me then, 
Madam, (i + as à poor Peaſant once made a Preſent 
of an Apple to an Emperor) I bring this ſmall Tri- 
bute, the humble Growth of my luttle Garden, and 
lay it at your Feet. Believe it is paid you with the 


a Gratitude: Believe that fo. long as I have 
A 2 Thought 
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Thought to remember how very much I og: 
your Generous Nature, I will ever have a Heart that 

ſhall be grateful for it too: Your Grace, next Heay 
deſerves ir amply” from me; That ga de me Life, by 
on a hard Condition, till your extended Favour 
taught me to prize the Gitt, and took the heayy 
Burthen it was clogg d with from me; I mean, har! 
Fortune. When Ihad Enemies, that with Malicious 
Power kept back, and ſhaded me from thoſe Royal 
Beams, whole Warmth is all I have, or hope to live 
by z. Your Noble Pity and Compaſſion found me, 
where I was far caſt backward from my Bleſling, 
down in the Rear of Fortune; call'd me up, placd 
me inthe Shine, and I have felt its Comfort. You have 
in that Reſtor d me to my Native Right; for a ſteady 
Faith, and Loyalty to my Prince, was all the Inheri- 
trance my Father left me: And however hardly my il 
Fortune deal with me; tis what I prize fo well, that 
Incer Pawn'd' it yet, and hope T'neer'ſhall par 
with ir, Nature and Fortune were certainly in League 
when you were Born; and as the firſt took care to give 
you Beauty enough to Enflave the Hearts of all the 
World, ſo the other refolv'd'to do its Merit Juſtice, 
that none but a Monarch, fit to Rule that World, 
ſhonld cer Poſſeſs it; and in it he had an Empire. The 
Young Prince you have given him, by his Blooming 
Virtues, early declares the Mighty Stock he came from 
and as you have taken all the Pious Care of a De: 
Mother and a Prudent Guardian,” to give him a Nc 
dle and Generous Education; may e accore 
ing to his Merits and your Wiſhes: May he grow u 
' 10 b a Bulwark to his Illuſtrious Father, and a Patre 
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T be Epiſtle Dedicatory. 

o his Loyal Subjects; with Wiſdom and Learning to 
Gt him, whenever call'd to his Councils, to De- 
end his Right againſt the Encroachmencs of Repub- 
Wicans in his Senates; to Cheriſh ſuch Men as ſhall be 
le to Vindicate the Royal Cauſe; that good and fir 


a Protector. May he have Courage and Conduct, 
t to Fight his Barrels Abroad, and Terrify his Rebels 
; Home z- and that all theſe may be yet more ſure, 
ay he never, during the Spring-time of his Years, 
hen thofe growing Virtues ought with Care to be 
heriſhd.in order to their Ripening; may he never 
Peet with Vitious Natures, or the Tongues of Faich- 
Wl, Sordid, Inſipid Flatterers, to Blaſt em: To con- 
lude 3 © may he be as great as the hand of Fortune 
with his Honour) | he be able to make him: 


d ſo Noble a Patroneſs, never meet with a leſs 
ateful Servant, than, 001 e 


Madam, 
Your Grace s entirely 
Dievoted Creature, 
TR O. Orwa r. 
899 * nn 
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ſervants to the Crown, may never be loſt for want 


d may your Grace, who are ſo good a Miſtreſs, 
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Teroa * Dramats. 


Ulle of 8 x Mr. D. 22 
Priuli, Father to Mir. Bowman, 
Belvidera, a Senator. | | 
Antonia, a fine Speaker in Mir. Leigh. 
cb 0 Vito en 1 57 


1 Taffeir. | Mr. Bettertan 
1 | Pierre. ö NIX. Smith. 


Nx. Wilſhir e. 
Mir. Percival. 


| > 77 2 the waſh Mr. Gil. 
is | | ol or. 


I Revillido. 


= Durand. . | 
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Brampeil. 
Ternon. 


Brabe. 


enen Mrs. Barry. 
Aquilina.., .. Mrs. Currer. 
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Two Women, Attendants on Belvidera. 
Two Women, Servants to Aquilina. 


a Council of. Ten. 5 
Officer. Guard. Friar. 
Executioner and Rabble. 


PROTO U * 


N theſe Diſtraded Times, inhen each Man dre ad: 
The Bloody 1 ps of buſie Heads; | 
When we have Fear d three I we know not what, . 2 


Fl Witneſſes begin to die ot Rot, 

hut made uur Port medadle with a Plot? 

Wt that be Fancy d, for the very ſake 

nd name of Plor, bis trifling Pla might 4a | 

o there's not int one Inch«board en 

ut tis, be ſays, to Reaſon * and Senſe, weend v. 

Wd that he thinks 4 plas 

re Trut by my c nd Eee 4 be Try; SY 

re all our Swearets might. be luid afide. 

" of fuck Tools 6 our. 1 4 bas no need, 

0 make bis Plot, or make bis Play Succeed ; 

, of Black Bills, has no" Prodigions I ales, 

Spaciſh Pilgrims cuſ Aſbore in Wales; 

e not one Murt her d Magiſtrate ar leaſt: 

Rant like Ven ſon for 4 Ciij Feu: 

unn four days ftiff, the better to prepare 
his pliant Limbs to Ride in Chair: 

Fade Army Raid, though under Grouna, 

0 Man feen, nor one-Commiſſion found: 

re is a Trainer tbo, thats very Old; —. 

erage Subtle, Miſchievows, a Bold, 

ody, Revengeful, and to Crown” bis N, LW" 

me: Fumbling with a Wench, with, all hit heart; 

l after having many C hanges paſt,. W 

Jpight of Age (thanks t 2 vs) is Fan 'd at 1. 

ext is 4 Senator that ke 

Venice none 4 hi 1 ee eee . Bd o be 

Lewdneſs every Night the Letther am, W. 8 | 


Il, 


me, af London, ſuch ahor her Man, 
ch him at Mother Creſwolds, if you can. : . 
roland, Poland! had it been thy Lot, by . 
beve beard in time of this Venetian Plot; 

ſurely choſen hadi ane King from thence," 
I as thou haſt þ England ſince. 
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The Scowles of Sullen and Reveng Hes; Wa dnn, 


- Or general Pique all Blockbedds hawe to Brains : 


* Durſt their baſe Fears but look him in the YN 


"Til Royal Love and Goodneſs call bim home, 
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1 * Text is done, rn 
A 


nd when that's ended, paſs. your Anois 
b the Conſpiracy's. prevented here,, 
5 — ink I ſee another. hatching theres _- + 4 
And there's a certain Fatt ion ain would Sway, 20S 
If they bad Str ugh, and Dams this Play : 
But this the pr, ty 4485 me lol ſay; P, 
If” any take this ploinneſi in ill port, | 
He's glad on't from the bottoms of Waun 
Pas in honour of the Truth - ſhould write, . A 
Wit b the ew Spirit Brave, men for it Fight. 
And t ainſt bim cauſaleſi batreds - * 
And dd x be goes of late, be [mes v3 


Ti what be knows, with e to herr 
And Serves a Canſe too good to let bim fears" * d 2 us 
He fears no Poiſon from an lIncem I Drab, A 4 
No Ruffian's five-foot Sword, nar Raſcal's 5 
Nor any ot ber Snares of Miſchief laid, . 

Not a Roſe- Alley- Cudgel- Ambyſcade,. k ol 
From any private Cauſe where Malice Reigns, . 


4 OY 


Nothing ſhall daumnt bit Pen when Truth docs 4 
No, not the 1 Picture - mangler at Guild-Hall. : + TheRaſcal that cl 
The Rebel-Tribe, of 1hith "that Vermin's one, © the Duke of Yi. 
Have now ſet forward, and their Courſe N Picture. 

And while that Prince's Figure'they Deface, ink.” 
A they before had Maſjacred bis Name, 


They'd uſe his Perſon as they de u bir Fame: R 
A Face in which ſuch Lineaments they read © 
Of that Great Martjt's, whoſe Rich Blood they Shed, | 

That their Rebelliows Hate they: fill retain, 
Aud in bis Son would Murther bim again- © * | 
Hub Indignation then, let each 88 Heart, ” F 
Route, and unite, to take bis injur'd part; 


Ani Songs of Triumph meet bim as be come; 
Tul Heaven bis Honour, and our Peace Reſtore, 
nbd ater. r tre ork 
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A Plot Diſcover d. 


A Sane L 
Enter Priuli and Jaftcir. 


O more! I'll hear no more; be gone and leave me. 
Fa. Not hear me! by my ſuffering but you ſhall! 
My Lord, my Lord! I'm not that abject wietch 
* You think me: Patience! where's the diſtance throws 
Me back ſo far, but I may boldly ſpeak 
In right, though proud oppreſſion will not hear me! 
Pris Have you not wrong'd me? 
aff. Could my nature e er 
Have brook d Injuſtice, or the doing Wrongs, 
| need not now thus low have bent my ſelf, 
To gain a Hearing from a cruel Father! 
Wrong d you? 
Priv, Les! wrong'd me, in the niceſt point; 
The Honour of my Houſe ;- you have done me wrong. 
You may remember, ( For I now will ſpeak, | 
And urge its baſeneſs : ) When you firſt came home 
From Travel, with ſuch hopes, as made you lookt on 
By all men's Eyes, a Youth of expectation; 
Pleas'd with your growing Virtue, I receiy'd you; 
Courted, and ſought to raiſe you to your Merits: 
My Houſe, my Table, nay my Fortune too, 
My very ſelf, was yours; you might have us'd me 
To your beſt ſervice; like an open friend, 
| treated, truſted you, and thought you mine; 
When in requital of my beſt Endeavours, 
You treacherouſly practis'd to undo me, 
deduc'd the weakneſs of my Age's Darling, 
My only Child, and ſtole her from my boſom : 
Ob Belviders! 
JF. *Tis to me you owe her, 
Childiefs you had been elſe, and in the Grave, 
Tour name extinct, no more Priul heard of. © 
Tou may remember, ſcarce five years are paſt, 
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2 Venice Preſervd; or 
Since in your Brigarktin an (ail'd to ſee 
The Adria Wedded Pour Duke, | 
F. And I was with you ; Your unskifful Pilot 
1 Daſh'd us upon a Rock; When to your Boat 
1 Fou made tor ſafety ; entred ficlt your ſelf ; 
The affrighted Belviderafollowi hex 1 

As ſhe ſtood trembling on the Velle!*s te, | 
[ Was by a Wave wall'd eff into the Deep 4 

| When inſtantly I plung'd into the Sea, 
And buffeting the Billows to her reſgue, 
Redceem'd her Life with half the loſs of mins. 
| Like a rich Conguelt in ons hand I bore her, 
js And with the other daſh'd the fawcy Wares 
ii That chrong'd andprefs'd ro rob me of my Prize: 
\ 


I brought her, gave her your deſpairing Arms: 

Indeed you thank'd me; but a nobler gratitude 
1% Roſe in her Soul: fot from that hour ſite loy'd me, 
F || Till for her Life ſhe paid me with her (elf, | 
Pria. You ſtole her from me; like a Thief you ſtole ker, 

At dead of night; that curled hour you choſe #4 

Torifle me of all my Heart held dear. 

May all your Joys in her prove falſe like mine ; 

: A ſteril Fortune, and a barren Bed, 
| +... Attend you both; Continual diſcord make H 

Your Days and Nights bitter and grievons: Still © 

May the hard hand of a vexatious Need 12408 

Oppreſs, and grind you; till at laft Joh find 

The Curſe of Diſobedience all your Portion. ian 

Fel. Half of your Curſe you have beſtow'd.in vain, 

Heav n has already Crown'd our faithful Loves 

With a young Boy, ſweet as his Mother's Beauty: 

May he live to prove more Gentle than his Grandſire, 
And happier than his Father! 
Pria. Rather livre 

To bait thee for his Bread, and din your ears 

With hungry Cries : Whilſt his unhappy Mother 

Sits down and weeps in bitterneſs of want. 

F. You. talk as if *twou'd pleaſe you. 
| Pris. *T would, by Heaven. 
Once ſhe was dear indeed; the Drops that fell. +» 

From my fad heart, when ſhe forgot her Duty, 

The fountain of my Life was not ſo precious: 

Zut ſhe is gone, and if Lam a Man Yes 

E will forget her. "EIA TAO 

Fall. Would I were in my Graves 
u. And thz roo with. thes ;, 
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' A Plot Diſcover d. 
er, living here, you're but my curs'd Remwembrancers 
once was happy. 8 
f of You uſe me thus, becauſe you " my Sou! 
bond of Belviders : You perceive 
Wy Life feeds on her, therefore thus you treat me 
Woh could my Soul ever have known Satie: 
ere I that Thief, the doer of ſuch wrongs 
WA; you upbraid me with, what hinders me, 
WB. 1 might ſend her back to you with Contumely, 
ad court my Fortune where ſhe would be kinder! 
pen. You dare not do't, [For 
F.. Indeed, my Lord, I dare nat. 4 
Wy heart that awes me, is too much my Maſter : 
bree years are paſt ſince firſt our Vows wers plighted, 
Ding which time the World muſt bear me witneſs, 
e treated Belwiders like your Dangheer, 
e Daughter of a Senator of Fenice; 
ittinction, Place, Attendance and Obſervance, 
Due to her Birth, ſhe always has commanded ; 
Dat of my little Fortune I have done this; 
cauſe (tho hopeleſs e er to win your Nature) 
he World might ſee, I lov'd her for her ſelf, | 
Not as the Heireſs of the great Priuli. Prin. No more! . 
Joff. Les! all, and then adieu for ever. | 
re's not a Wretch that lives on common Charity 
it's 12.4 9 than me: for I have known * 
Lo 


a 
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cious Sweets of Plenty; every night 
Lave ſlept with ſoft content about my head, 
d never wak'd but to a joyful morning; 
et now muſt fall like a full Ear of Corn, | 
hoſe bloſſom ſcap'd, yet's wither'd in the rivening. 
8 iv. Home and be humble, ſtudy to retrench ; 

charge the lazy Vermin of thy Hall, n 
oſe Pageants of thy Folly, 
duce the glittering Trappings of thy Wiſe 
d humble weeds, fit for thy little ſtate 5 = 
en to ſome Suburb Cottage both retire; 
udge, to feed loathſome life; get Brats, and Starve TOR 
me, home, I fay. Exit Pruli. 
JJ. Yes, if my heart would let me t 
u proud, this ſwelling heart: Home I would go, 
that my Doors are hateful to mine eyes, 
d and damm'd up with gaping Creditors, 
ichtul as Fowlers when their Game will {pring ; -. 
do not Fifty Ducats in the mw 
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„ Venice Preſerv'd ; or 
Yet ſtill I am in love, and pleagd with Ruin. 

On Belviders! oh! ſhe is my Wife ——. - 

And we will bear our wayward Fate together, -: 1 | 


þ &t: 
But ner know Comfort mor 
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| | Ester Pierre. 
ö j Pierre. My Friend good morrow ! 
| 
| 


How fares the honeſt Partner of my heart? 
What, melancholy ! not a word to ſpare me? | 
7 off. I'm thinking, Pierre, how that damn'd ſtarving Quality 
C44 Honeſty, got footing in che Worlxde. 
ier. Why, powr'ful Villany firſt ſer it up, 


— 


1 For its own eaſe and ſafety: Honeſt men 
if Are the ſoft eaſie Cuſhions on which Knaves 
j 8 Repoſe and fatten: Were all mankind Villains, 
f They'd Harve eachother 4 Lawyers wou'd want Practice, 
l; Cut throats Rewards: Each Man would kill his Brother 
I Himſelf, none would be paid: or hang'd for Murder: 
Honeſty ! *cwas a Cheat inverited fir *: 497 
7 To bind the hands of bold deſerving Rogues, 


W! |. „That Fools and Cowards might fit ſafe in Power, 
Wi And Lord it uncontroul'd above their Betters. 
7aff. Then Honeſty is but a Notion. 

Pier, "Nothing elſe, a EEE TT 
Like Wit, much talk'd of, not to be defin d: 
He that pretends to moſt too, has leaſt ſhare in't 
? [is a ragged Virtue: Honeſty! no more on't. 

Faff. Sure thou art Honeſt? - 

Pier. So indeed men think me. 6/44 
But they'r miſtaken, Foffew: I am a Ro 
As well as they; th PT | 
A fine gay bold-fac'd Villain, as thou ſeeſt me; 
*Tis.rrue, I pay my debts when they're contracted ; 
I ſteal from no man; would not cut a Throat 

Jo gain admiſſion to a great man's Purſe, _ 
Or a Whore's Bed; I'd not betray my Friend, 
| To get his Place or Fortune: I ſcorn to Flatter 
A blown-up Fool above me, or cruſh the Wretch beneath me 
Vet, Faffeir, for all this I am a Villain. 
Ja. A Villain! F 
Pier, Yes, a moſt notorious Villain: n 
To fee the ſufferings of my fellow-creatures, 
And own my ſelf a man: To ſee our Senators 
Cheat the deluded People wich a ſhew- r 
Of Liberty, hic yet they n'er mult caſte of; 
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They ſay, by them gur hands are free from Fetters, 
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ee whom they pleaſe they lay in baſeſt Bonds; 
ing whom they pleaſe to Infamy and Sorrow: 

ae us like Wrecks down the rough Tide of Power, 
ut no hold's left to fave us from Deſtruction; 


l chat bear this are Villains, and J one, 
Not to rouge up at the great call of Nature, 
ad check the Growth of theſe Domeſtick Spoilers, 
bat make us Slaves, and tell us tis our Charter. 
7aff. Oh Aquiline 1 Friend, to loſe ſuch Beauty, 
be deareſt purchaſe of thy noble Labours; = 
e was thy right by Conqueſt, as by Love. 
bier. Oh Faffeir! Id fo fix'd my heart upon her 
hat whereſoe er I fram'd a Scheme of Life 
For time to come, the was my only Joy, 
Wich which I wiſh'd to ſweeten future Cares; 
I fancy'd pleaſures, none but one that loves 
And doats as I did, can imagine like em: 
EWhen in the Extremity of all theſe Hopes, 
In the moſt Charming hour of Expectation, 
Then when our eager wiſhes ſoar the higheſt, 
Ready to ſtoop and graſp the lovely Game, 
A Haggard Owl, a worthleſs. Kite of Prey, 
With his foul wings ſayPd in, and ſpoil'd my Quarry. | 
7aff. I know the wretch, and ſcorn him as thou hat'ſt him, 
Pier, Curſe on the Common Good that's ſo Protected. 
Where every Slave that heaps up Wealth enough ; 
Lo do much wrong, becomes a Lord of Right: 

I, who believ*d no ill could e er come near me, 
Found in the Embraces of my Aquilina 
A wretched old, but itching Senator; my 
A wealthy Fool, that had bought out my Title: 
A Rogue, that uſes Beauty like a Lamb-skin, | 

Barely to keep him warm; That filthy Cuckoo too, 
Vis in my abſence crept into my Neſt, 
And ſpoiling all my Brood of Noble Pleaſure. 

7aff. Didſt thou not chaſe him thence ? 

Pier. I did, and drove ba. 
The rank old bearded Hirco ſtinking home 

matter was complain'd of in the Senate, 

I ſummon'd to appear, and cenſur'd baſely, 
For violating ſomething they call Privilege —— 
This was the Recompence of my Service : 
Would I'd been rather beaten by a Coward ; 
A Soldier's Miſtreſs, Feffeir, is his Religion, 
When that's Profan'd, all other Tyes are broken: 
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| 
1: 4 Venice Preſere/d; or 
| That ven diſſolves all former bonds of fervice, 


| And f om that hour I think my ſelf as foee 
Te, be the Foe as Cer the Friend of Vn 
Ney, dear Revenge, whent'er thou calFft, Im ready. 
i Taff. 1 think no ſaſety can be bere for Virtue, 
14 And grieve my Friend as much as thou, to live | 
4 In ſuch a wrerched State as this of Venice, 
1 Where all agree to ſpoil the Publick Good, 
I: And Villains fatter with the brave man's Labours, 
| | Pier, We've neither Safety, Unicy, nor Peace, 
(1 Por the Foundation's loſt of Common Good; 
Juſtice is lame as well as blind amongit us; 
The Laws ( Corrupted to their ends chat make em) 
Serve but for Inſtruments of ſome new Tyranny, 
That every day ſtarts up tenflave us deeper: 
Now could this Glorious Cauſe but find out Friends 
To do it right! oh Foffeir ! then might 'ſt thou 
Not wear theſe Seals of Woe upon thy Face : 
The proud Priali ſhould be taught Humanity, 
And learn to value ſuch a Son as thou art. 
I dare not ſpeak ! but my heart bleeds this moment ; 
 Foff. Curſt be the Cauſe, tho I thy friend be part on't: 
Let me partake the troubles of th boſom, 
For I am us'd co miſery, and perhaps 
May find a way to ſweeten't to thy ſpirit. - | 
Pier, Too ſoon 'twill reach thy knowledge—Foff. Then from thee 
Let it proceed. There's Virtue in thy Fri ip 
Would make the ſaddeſt Tale of forrow pleaſing, 
Strengthen my Conſtancy, and welcome Ruin. | 
I long ſince knew 


Pier. Then thou art Ruin'd! + Faſt That 

I and ill Fortune have been long acquainted, 
Pier. I paſt this very moment by thy doors, 

And found them guarded by a Troop of Villains; 
The Sons of publick Rapine were deſtroying ; 
They told me, by the Sentence of the Law * 
They had Commiſſion to ſeise all thy Fortune : 
Nay more, Priuli's cruel hand hath Sign'd it, 
Here ſtood a Ruffian with à horrid Face 
Lordiog it o'er a pile of maſſy Plate, 
Tumbled into a heap for publick ſale: 
There was another making villanous jeſts 
At thy undoing; he had ta en poſſeſſion 
Of all thy ancient moſt domeftick Ornaments, 
Rich Hangings, intermix'd and wrought with Golds 
The very Bed, which on thy Wedding: night 
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Fla Diſcover'd. „ 
Jeceir d thee to the Arms of Belviders, | 
scene of all thy Joys, was violaced 

de courſe hands of filthy Dungeon Villains, 

ad thrown amomgſt the common Lumber. | 

7:f. Now thank Heav'n —— Pier, Thank Heav'n! for what? 
. That Pea not worth a Ducat. 

bu. Curſe thy dull Stars, and the worſe Fate of Venice, 
be Brothers, Friends, and Fathers, all are falſe ; 

ere there's no Truſt, no Truth; where Innocence 

oops under vile Oppreſmon ; and Vice Lords it: 

ian thou but ſeen, as I did, how at laſt 

Why Beauteous Belvidera, like a wretch 

ars doom'd to Baniſhmene, came weeping forth, 

Whining through Tears, like April. Suns in ſhowers 

That labour to o'ercome the Cloud that loads em, 

Whilſt two young hu. e on whoſe Arms ſhe lean d, 

Windly look'd up, and at her Grief grew (ad, 

if they catch'd the Sorrows that fell from her: 

en the lewd Rabble that wore gather d round 

Zo ſee the ſight, ſtood mute when they beheid her; 
vern'd their roaring throats, and grumbled piry - 
cou'd have hugg d the greazy Rogues: They pleas'd me. . 

Jeff. I thank thee for this Story, from my Soul, 

lince now I know the worft that can befall me: 

Ih Pierre 1 have a heart, that could have horn 

The rougheft wrong my Fortune could have done me: 

but when Lthinſk What Bekoiders feels, 

The bitterneſs her tender Spirit taſts of, | 

own my ſelf a Coward: Bear my weakneſs, 

W throwing thus my Arms about thy Neck, 
play the Boy, and bludber in thy boſom. 

Ph! I ſhall Grown thee with my ſorrows! Pier. Burn! 
rſt burn, and Level Venice to thy Ruin, | 
hat ſtarve like Beggars Brats in froſty weather, 

Wnder a Hedge, and whine our ſelves to Death 

hou, or thy Cauſe, ſhafe never want Aſſiſtance, 
hilt I have Blood or Fortune fit to ferve thee 
Mmmand my heart: Thou'rt every way its Malter. 
Jef. No, there's a ſectet Pride in bravely Dying. 
Pier. Rats die in holes and corners, Dogs run mad; 
lan knows a braver Remedy for Sorrow : Fo. 
rvenge: the Attribute of Gods, they ſtampt it 
their great Image on our Natures; die! 

nider well the Cauſe that calls upon the: 
bLit thoy'rt, baſe enough, dye then: Remember 
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Aſpiring thoughts, and Elegant deſires 


yt thou not form me fordid as my Fate, 


Were in their Spring? has then my Fortune chang'd ? 


When thus I throw my ſelf into thy bolom, 


And bleſs d the Gods for all her Travel paſt. 


Wenn; Venice Preſerv'd; er 
Thy Belvidera ſuffers: Belvidera hi 
Dye Damn firſt —— what be decently Interr'd 
In a Church yard, and mingle thy brave Duſt 
Wich ſtinking Rogues that rot in dirty winding-ſheets, 
Surfeit-fliin Fools, the common Dung o'th' Soil. 
Jeff. Oh! Pier. Well ſaid, out with't,Swear a little 
Ff. Swear! By Sea and Air! by Earth, by Heaven and Hel 
J will revenge my Belvidera s Tears ! > | 
Heark thee my Friend Priuli—-is a Senator! 
Pier. A Dog! Faff. Agreed. Pier. Shoot him. Foff, With all my her 
No more: where ſhall we meet at Night? Pier. I'll tell thee: 
On the Rialto every night at Twelve | 
I take my Evenings walk of Medication, 
There we two will meet, and talk of precious 
Milchief-— Jeff. Farewel. | Pier. At Twelve. 
Faff. At any hour, my plagues 
Will keep me waking. | 3 [ Ex. Pim, 
Tell me why, good. Heav'n, | | 
Thou made'ſt me what I am, with all the Spirit, 


That fill the happieſt Man? Ah! rather why. 


aſe-minded, dull, and fit to carry Burdens? 
Why have I Senſe to know the Curſe that's on me? 
Is this juſt dealing, Nature?  Belwidera!, [Euter Belviden 
Poor Belviders ! Belvid. Lead me, lead me my. Virgins! 
To that kind Voice. My Lord, my Love, my Refuge“ 
Happy my Eyes, when they behold thy Face: | 
My heavy heart. will leave its doleful beating 

At ſight of thee, and bound with fprightful joys. 

Oh ſmile, as when our Loves were in their Spring, 

And cheer my fainting Soul. 7. As when our Loves 


Art thou not Belvidera; ſtill the fame, Ji 
Kind, good, and tender, as my Arms firlt found thee ? 
If thou art alter'd, where ſhall. I have harbour? 
Where eaſe my loaded heart? Oh! where complain ? 


Belv. Do's this appear like Change, or Love decaying; 


. 


With all the reſolution of a ſtrong truth? 

Beats not my heart as twould alarum thine 

To a rew chatge of bliſs ; I joy more in thee, 
Thar did thy Mother: when ſhe hugg'd thee firſt, 
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2 Phot Diſcover 
Can there in Woman be ſuch glorious Faich ? 
ee all ill ſtories of thy Sex are falſe; 4 
D Woman! loely Woman! Nature made thee N | 
| 
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ro temper Man We had been Brutes without you: 
Nagels are painted fair, to look like you; 
WT here's in you all that we believe of Heav'n, 
WA mazing Brightneſs, Purity and Truth, 
Hel, Eternal Joy, and everlaſting Love. 
av. If Love be Treaſure, we'll be wondrous Rich; 
dare ſo much, my heart will ſurely break with' ; 
y ben Vows can't expreſs it. When I wou'd declare 
thee; How great's my Joy, Im dumb wich the big Thought; 
well, and ſigh, and labour with my longing. 
o lead me to ſome Deſart wide and wild, 
Birren as our Misfortunes, where my Soul 
WE May have its vent; where I may tell aloud 
Lo the high Heavens, and every liſtning Planet, 
wich hat a boundleſs ſtock my boſom's fraught ; 
Where I may throw my eager Arms about thee, 
Give tooſe to Love with Kiſſes, kindling Joy, 
And let off all the Fires that's in my heart, - | 
Taff. Oh Belviders ! doubly I'm a Beggar, 1 
Undone by Fortune, and in debt to thee; N 4 
Want | worldly Want! that hungry meager Fiend 7 
bat my heels, and chaces me in view. 0 1 
Canſt thou bear Cold and Hunger? Can theſe Limbs, | l 
Fram d for the tender Offices of Love, B i 
Endure the bitter gripes of ſmarting Poverty? | | i 
When baniſh'd by our miſeries abroad, | t 
( As ſuddenly we ſhall be) to ſeek out | [ 
(In ſome far Climate where our Names are Strangers) 
For charitable ſuccour; wilt thou then | 
When in a Bed of Straw we ſhrink together. 
And the bieak. Winds ſhall whiſtle round our Heads; 
Wile thou then talk thus to me? wilt thou then 
Huſh my Cares thus, and ſhelter me with Love? 
Belv. Oh Iwill love thee, even in Madneſs love thee. 
Tho my diſtracted Senſes ſhould forſake me, 3 
I'd find ſome intervals, when my heart 
Should wage it ſelf and be let looſe to thine. 
Tho the bare Earth be all our refting-place, | 
Its Roots out Food, ſome Clift our Habitation, , 1 
I'll make this Arm a Pillow. for thy Head; | 
As thou ſighing ly'ſt, and ſwell'd with Sorrow, 2 
Creep to y Boſow, pour the ile of Love 
90 4 e a - 
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Into thy Soul, and kiſs thee to thy reſt 3 
Then 1 5 our God, * watch ot kt che l 1 
4 ear this you Heav ns, and wonder how made 
* Reign ye Monarchs that di vide yd Tt * 
Buſie Rebellion ne er will let you Q Kno | 
Tranquilicy and Happineſs like minen: 
Like gaudy Ships, th obſequious-Billows ll... 1 
And riſe agiin, to lift you in ome rr 
They wait but for a Storm, and then devour you; NY 
I, in my private Bark, already wreck d, 1 219 1 7 
Like a poor Merchant driviri-of unknown Lan. "os. 
That had by chance pack d up bis choioeſt. Tre 
In one dear Casket, And law'd only chat 
Since I muſt wander further on the ſhore, 


Thus hug my little, but my precious ſtore; 
Reſolv d to ſcorn,” and truſt my Fate no more. Esra 


* — CLA 488 — "FA —__ 4 9893 
e ee 
Euter Pierre and A, 


Aquil. BY all thy, Wroggs, chou'rt dearer to ty Am. 
Than all the Wealth ef Device + Ptithee oy 
And let us Love to night. 


Pier. No: Thete's Fool: a 
There's Fool about thee: eben 4 — Ont | 


Her Fleſh to Fools, her Beauty's loft to ine; 
They leave a Taint, a Sully where they ve paßt; 7 


There's ſuch a baneful Quality hut em 
Een ſpoils Complexions With tber Nalevufneſs, = | 


They infe& all his touch; 1 * cin 


Of caſting any thing Foo! has 

Aquil, T loath and; ſcocn that bo er s wht, ich 
Or more than thou catiſt; but the Bea 
That makes him neceſſary : Power os, | 
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To qualify my Character, and poiſe wwe 4 
Equal with peeviſh Virtue, that beholds © L 
My Liberty with Envy : In their hearts © A 
They're looſe as I am; but an upl Poet Ma 10 | 
Sits in their Faces, and frights Pleatores from em. 2 


Pier. Much good may't do you, Madam, With yout Senator. 
| Ag My Senator why, canlt thou chink that Wreteh 
F'er filſ d hy Aauilina's Artis with pleaſure ? 
Thiqk'ft thon, becauſe I fometimes give bim leave - 

To foil bimſelf at what he is unfit * 
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ee on 
a force my "Rf © endure and offer bim, 
Think ſt thou L ve Him? No, by all the Joys 

Thou ever gav {t me, his Preſence is my Penance ; 

The wor ing an old man can be's a Lover, 

ieee n to poor Woman, 

I decrepit fide,” 7 

But all chan d on my Grave. 

pier. WOUGhe were well ſent thither. 

Azuil. That's my wil too: 

For oh my Pierre, I might have cauſe with pleaſure 
To play the Hy te? OH; how I could weep | 

Over che dying rd,” and kif him too, 

nn hopes to ſmoth& him quite; then, when the time 
Was come to pay my Sorrows at his Funeral, 

For he has already made me Heir to Treaſures 

Wou d make me out- act a real Widows whining: 

| How could I frame my Face to fit my mourning ! 

wean, Wich wringing hands'attend him to his Grave, 

— Fall of he on his Hearſe ; Take mad poſſeſſion, 


Een of the diſmal Vault where he lay bury'd, 

There like th"'E Gun Maätrôn dwell till chou, 

My lovely comet to my Deliverance z 

Then aging yes up oy Veil; 'wich open Arms 

And lau run to new dawning Joy. 

Piat. Nd mor THF, to meet D to night, 

And muſt 5e Pein ou prize my Friendſhip, 

Keep up your doo, 25 tim not pry nor liſten, 

Nor fisk about the Houſe 86 T have ſeen him, | 

Like a tame mumping Squirrel with à Bell on; 

Cuts will be abroad to bite him, if vou do. 

Aquil. Wha Friends to meer? miyn'eTbeof you Council? 

Par How! M Woman ak Queſtions out of Bed? 

Go to your Senator, ask him what paſſes 

Amongſt his Brethren; He'll hide e nothing from you: 

But pump not ts for Politicks. © No more ! 

Give order that vhoevet iH my name 

Comes here, receive admirtarice' So 80 good nigh. 

qui. Mult we ge'er meet again Embrace no more! 

Is Love 7 won af urterly forgotten? © n 

Ft | Upon henceforward'treat your Fool, I'll think on't. 
wit be all Foot, and doubly Corſt my ſelf, 1 

The? — 61 Fobls-=— 1 die if he forſakes me; 

And now to e . Hear n or Hell iſtrud me. Eaeunt. 
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T look as if all Hell were in my Heart, 


And no harm done! 
Thou ſhalt ſmile too, and Belvidera ſmile; 


Tell me which way I muſt be damn d for this. 


9 Venice Freſerv d; or _ 
SCENE Tie Rialto. 

5 | | Enter Jaffeir. 
Jaffeir. Im here; and thus, the Shades of 


» _— 
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And I in Hell. Nay, ſurely tis ſo with me 
For every ſtep I tread, methinks ſome Fiend, 4% 
Knocks at my Breaſt, and bids it not be quiet. 
I've heard how deſperate wretches, like my ſelf, - 
Have wander'd out at this dead time of Nighe- _ | 
To meet the Foe of Mankind in his walk! 
Sure I'm ſo Curſt, that, tho of Heav'n forſaken, 
No Miniſter of Darkneſs cares to Tempt me. 
Hell! Hell! why fleepeſt thou?eꝰ 
Ester Pierre. 

Pier. Sure I've ſtay'd too long: S | 
The Clock has ſtruck, and I may loſe my Proſelyte. 
Speak, who goes there? | bug 2213 184 3 

Faff. A Dog that comes to hoõ--w i.. 

At yonder Moon: What's he that asks the Queſtion? 

Pier. A Friend to Dogs, for they are honeſt Creatures, 
And ne'er betray their Maſters; never Fawn | 
On any that they love not: Well met Friend? 
| afferr | Faff. The fame; Oh Pierre, Thov'rt come in ſeaſon, 

was juſt going to Pray. Pier. Ah thats Mechanick, 
Prieſts make à Trade ont, and yet ſtarve by't too: - 
No Praying; it ſpoils Buſineſs, and time's Precious; 
Where's Belvidera? - Fa. For a Day or two 
I've lodg'd her privately, till I ſee farther . 
What Fortune will do wich me? Prichee Friend, 
If thou would'ſt have me fit to hear good Council, 
Speak not of Belvidera ——— | 

Pier. Speak not of her? Jef. Ohno? 

Pier. Nor name her? May be I wiſh her well. 

Taff. Whom well? Pier, Thy Wife, thy lovely Belviders; 
I hope a man may wiſh his Friend's Wife well, 
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Taff. Ye are merry Pierre Pierre. Lam fo: 


We'll all rejoyce, here's fomerhing to buy Pins, [gives bim 4 Pol 
Marriage is Chargeable. Ja, I but half wilnt 
To ſee the Devil, and he's here already. Well“ 
What muſt this buy, Rebellion, Murder, Treaſon? 


Pier. When laſt we parted, we'd no qualms like theſe, | 
But entertain d each others. Thoughts like Men, 
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4 Plot Diſeover d | 2 
pole Souls were well acquainted. Is the World f 
2 form'd ſince our laſt meeting? What new Miracles 
re happen d? Has Priali s heart relented ? 
Bon he be honeſt? Jef. Kind Heav'n ! let heavy Curſes 
all his id Age ; Cramps, Aches rack his Bones, 
Wand bittereſt diſquiet wring/his Heart; 
Oh let him live till Life become his burden 
Let him groan under't long, linger an Age 
In the worſt Agonies and Pangs of Death, b 
And find its eaſe, but late; Fier. Nay, could'ſt thou not 
As well, my Friend, have ftrecch'd the Curſe co all 
The Senate round, as to one ſingle: Villain? - 
Jaf. But Curſes ſtick not: Could I kill with Curſing, 
IIy Heav'n I know not thirty Heads in Venice | 
could not be blaſted 3 Senators ſhould rot 
Like Dogs on Dunghils; but their Wives and Daughters. 
Die of cheir own Diſeaſes. Oh for a Cuiſe * 
To kill with! Pier, Daggers, Daggers, are much better! 
Joff. Ha! Pier. Daggers. e e 
7off. But where are they? Pier. Oh, a Thouſand 
May be diſpos'd in honeſt hands in Venice. 
Jef. Thou talk'ſt in Clouds. 
Pier. But yet a heart half wrong d 
ks thine has been, would find the meaning, 7afeir. 
Jeff. A'thouſand Daggers, all in honeſt hands; 
And have not I a Friend will ſtick one here? 

S Pier, Yes, if I thought thou were't not to be checiſhe 
Ta nobler purpoſe; I would be that Friend. 
But thou haſt better Friends, Friends; whom thy Wrongs 
Have made thy Friends; Friends worthy to be called ſo. i 
[ll truſt thee with a ſecret : There are Spirits { 
This hour at work. But as thou art a Man, f 

Whom I have pickt and choſen from the World, 

Swear that thou wilt be true to what I utter, 

And when Ive told thee that which only Gods, 

And Men like Gods are privy to, then ſwear 1 
No Chance or Change ſhall wreſt ic from thy Boſom. 33 
Ja. When thou would'ſt bind me, is there need of Oaths? 4 
( Green-ſicknefs Girls loſe Maidenheads with ſuch Councers ) | 
For thou tt fo near my heart, thiat thou may'(t (ce 

Iss bottom, ound its ſicength, and firmneſs co thee : 

Is Coward, Fool, or Villain in ay Face? 

It I ſeem none of theſe, I dare believe 

Thou would'ſt not uſe me ip a little Cauſe, | 

kor! am fic for Honour's tougheſt rask ; _ ö 


Nur 
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With wonder at, a e 


Were to be had, and the brave Story wars me. 


Venice Preſent dy. or / 


Nor ever yet found foeling ae u Pooxitice 5-1 „ 2v02 - 
And tor a villanous inglorious Enterprize, mo 3: 
I know thy heart ſo Wel, 1 date ay mine ON” 
Before thee, ſet it to what point thou wilt. 

pier. Nay, It's 4 Cauſe thou wilt. be fond of, value. 
For it is founded on the noble: Baisse " 
Our Liberties, our natural Inheritance; Its > 
There's no Religion, no Hypocrily int: 8 
We'll do the Buſineſs, and ne er faſt a nd pray:for'e: 


Openly act a Deed the World-ſhall gaze 
when“ tis ae. 


aff. For Liberty ! nth, opt For Liberty, my Frciend 
Ttiou ſhale be freed-from baſe Fran T yranny, 
And thy ſequeſtred Fortunes heaFd again. 
I ſhall be freed from thoſe opprobrious Wrongs 
That preſs me now, and bend my Spirit. downward: 
All Yenice, free, and every growing Meritt 
Succeed to its juſt Right: Fools Mall be pull d 
From Wiſdom's Seat; "boſs balefuluncleam Birds, 
Thoſe lazy Owis, who .( pearch'd near Fortunes T ) 
Sit only watchful with their heavy wings 
To cuff down new- fledg'd Virtues,-that would riſe 
To nobler heights, and make the Grove harmonions. 
Foff. What can Ido? Pier. Gan'it chou not kill a Senator? 
Fa. Were there one wiſe or honeſt,: could n 
For herding with that Neſt of Fools and Knaves. | 
By all my wrongs, thou talk'ſt as f Revenge. | 


Pier. Swear then! Foff. L do, . i 
And yon great ruling Planet of the Nip he! 
By all good Powers above, and ill — 
By Love and Friendſhip, dearer than my lie! 
No Power, or Death ſhall make me falſa to these 

Pier. Here we embrace, and I' unlock my Heart. 

A Council's held hard by, where the Deſtruction 
Of chis great Empires hatching : There TU Fa 
But be a Man, for thou'rt to mix with Men 
Fit to diſturb the Peace of all the Word, 7 
And Role it when it's wildeſt —— Taff. 1 give bee chan 
For this kind warning: Yes, I will be a Man, 
And charge thee, Pierre, whene er thou ſeeſt ay fears 
Betray melefs, to tip this heart of mine 
Out of my Breaſt, and ſhew it for a Coward's... 
Come let's be gone, for from this hour - 

All liule Thoughts, all tender * Follies 


tor? 


Mars , 


t of my boſom : nes ſtall hate room: 
1 Pier, And Liberty 4 


2 Revenge! Revenge | Excunt. 
I, Scene changer to Aquitina's Houſe; the Greek Curter an. 
Nun Renault. 


Result. Why was my Choice Ambition, the worſt ground 
Wretch can Build on it's indeed at diſtance 
good Proſpect, tempting te the View, 
| * Height delights us, and the Mooneain-Top 
oks bezurfful, becauſe it's nigh to Heav'n ; 
ee nett tink how Stndy's the Foundation, = 
Nhat Storm will batter, and whar Tempeſt ſhake us! * 
bos there ? Emer Spinboſa-. 
Sumo. Renault, gocd r mort for by this time 
think the Scale of Night has turn'd the Balance, 
* weighs up Morning: Has the Clock ſtruck Twelve? 
| es, Clocks will go & they are ſer: But Man, 
. Man's ne er conftant, never certain: 


waiting dull attendaee; tis the Curſe 

f diligent Virtte to he tnixt like mine, . 
th giddy Tempers, Souls But half refolv'd. 
Sein. Hell ſeize that Soul aongſt us, it cani fri 
R What's chen the eauſe that I am here alone? 


by are we not together! r 
| "Eater Eliot. 
D die, welcome! 
ou are an Ev lumen: When Treafon's arching * | 
Dne might have thou t you d not have been behind-hand. 
what Whore's Lap been lolling 7 * 
ve but an Exgliſi- man his Whore and Eaſe, 


Neef and a Sea-coab fire! 33 for en 
Eliot. Freneb- man, you are Sa we Rena. How : 


Brabe, Rewind, Mezzana, Ternon, Recroſi, Conjpiratrs 5 
Bedam. At differenck, e, 

this a time for Quarrets Thieves and Rogues 

al out and brawl : Should Mem of your high calling, 

en ſeparated by the choſee of Providence, 

tom the goon heap of Mankind, and ſet here 

N this Aſſembly as in one Stent Jewel, R 

adorn the — purpoſe it e er mild on; | 

ould you like wrangle for Trifles? _ 1 Boys? 
Beda. Reidhilt, Hand Rem. I thought Id given my Heart 
ng ſince to every Man that * here; 


1 ur Difeover' vY | | 13 


re ſpent at leaſt three precious tows of darkneſs | — 


Enter Bedama the Ambaſſador, keodore, Branveil, Durand, } 
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_... Venice —— or 
But grieve to find it truſted with-ſuch / dla vr 
That can't forgive my froward Age its weakneſs, - 
Beda. Eliot, Thou once had'ſt Virtue; I have ſeen 
Thy ſtubborn Temper bend with godlike Goodneſs, | 
Noc half thus — 4 Tis thy Nation's Glory, 
To hug the Foe chat offers brave Alliance. 
Once more embrace, my Friends— we'll all embrace— , 
United thus, we are the mighty Engine | 
Maſt twiſt this rooted Empire from its Baſis! _ 
Torters it not already ? Eliot. Would twere tumbling, 

Bed. Nay it ſnall down: This * we FR Ane 

| Enter Pleree. * 

Oh Pierre thou art weleo me f 
Come to my Breaſt, for by its hopes "ny 
Lovelily dreadful, and the Fate of Venice 
Seems on thy Sword already, Oh my Mars! 
The Poets that firſt feign'd a God of War . 
Sure Propheſy'd of thee. | Pier. Friends ! was not F 
( I mean that Brutus, who in Senate 
Stabb'd the firſt C er that Uſurp'd the World). 
A Gallant Man? Rena: Yes, and Cataline two; $ 
Tho Story wrong his Fame: For he conſpir d 
To prop the reelio | Glory of his Country: 


His Cauſe was Beda. And ours as much above i it, 
As Renault thou'rt ſuperior to Cethegws, + - 
Or Pierre to Caſſim. ' Pierre, Then to what we aim at, 


When do we ſtart? or muſt we talk for ever? __ 
Beds. No Pierre, the Deed's near Birth: Fate ſeems to hive ſet 
The Buſineſs up, and given it to our Care, 


I hope there's not a heart nor hand amongſt us 
But is firm and ready. 4. All: | 
We'll die with Bedamer. -+ - Bade. Oh Men, * 


Matchleſs, as will your Glory be p= 5a 

The Game is for a matchleſs Prize, if won; 
If loſt, diſgraceful Ruin. Nes. What can loſe it? 
The Publick Stocks a Beggar; one Venetian. 

Truſts not another: Look into their Stores 

Of general ſafety; empty Magazines, 

A tatter'd Fleet, a murmuring unpaid Army, * 
Bankrupt Nobility, a haraſs d Commonalty, 

A Factious, giddy, and divided Senate, * 

Js all the ſtrength. of Venice: Let's deſtroy it; 

Let's fill their Magazines wich Arms to awe them, 
Man out their Fleet, and make their Trade maintain it; 
Let looſe the un Army on their Mallets, | 
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But I'm amongſt you, and by Heav'n it glads me, 
To fee fo many Virtues thus united, 
To reſtore Juſtice and dethrone Oppreſſion. 
Command this Sword, it you would have it quiet, 
Into this Breaſt ; but if you think it worthy 
To cut the Throats of Reverend Rogues in Robes, 
Send me into the Curs'd Aﬀembl'd Senate; | 
It ſhrinks not, tho I meet a Father there. 
Would you behold this City flaming? Here's 
A Hand ſhall bear a lighted Torch at Noon 
To th' Arſenal, and fer its Gates on Fire. 

Ren. You talk this well, Sir, 

Taff. Nay — by Heav'n Fl do this. 
Come, come, I read diſtruſt in all your faces, 
You fear me a Villain; and indeed it's odd 
To hear a Stranger talk thus at firſt meeting, 
Of Matters that have been fo well debate; 
But I come ripe with Wrongs, as you with Councils; 
I hate this Senate, am a Foe to Venice: | 
A Friend to none, but Men teſolv'd like me, 
To puſh on Miſchief. Oh did you but know me, 
I need not talk thus! Beds. Pierre! I muſt embrace him, 
My heart beats tothis Man as if it knew him. 

Rena. | neverlov'd theſe Huggers. Faff. Still I ſee 
The Cauſe delights me not. Your Friends ſurvey me, 
As I were dangerous but I come Armd 
Againſt all doubts, and to your Truſt will give 
A Pledge, worth more than all the World can pay for. 
My Belvedira! Ho! My Belvedira ! 0 

Bed. What wonder next? Fa. Let me intreat you, 
As I have henceforth hopes to call ye Friends, 
That all but the Ambaſſador, this 
Grave Guide of Councils, with my Friend that owns me, 
Withdraw a while to ſpare a Woman's Bluſhes. 

| [ Exit all but Bed. Rena. Jaff. Pier, 

Beda. Pierre, Whither will this Ceremony lead us ? 

Taff. My Belvidera | Belwidera I 
Belv. Who? I Ester Belviders 
VVho calls fo loud at this late peaceful hour? 

That Voice was wont to come in gentle whiſ 
And fill my Ears with the ſoft Breath of Love: 
Thou hourly Image of my Thoughts, whereartthou ? 

Faff. Indeed tis late. Bev. Oh; 1 have flept and dreamt 

And dreamt again: V Vhere haſt thou been thou Loyterer ? 

Tho my Eyes clos'd, my Arms have ſtill been open d; 
' Stretch'd every way betwixt'my broken Slambers, 

To ſearch if thou wert come to crown my Relt ; 
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ere no repoſe without thee ; Oh the day, | 
oo ſon will break, and wake us to out Sorrow; 

one, come to Bed, and bid thy Cares good Night. 
oh Belvidera! we muſt change the Scene 
Ss. which the paſt Delights of Life were taſted : 
ee poor ſleep little; we muſt learn to watch 
er Labours late, and early every morning. 
flat Winter Froſts, then clad and fed with $paring,.._ 
eic co our toils, and drudge away the day. py 
== Z:/v. Alas! where am I! whither is't you lead me 
thinks I read diſtraction in your face 

WSomething leſs gentle than the Fate you tell me: 
a ſhake and tremble too! your Blood runs cold | 
eens guard my Love, and bleſs his heart wich Patience. 
Ja. That I have Patience, let our Fate bear witneſs, 
bo has ordain'd it fo, that thou and I, 
Tho the divineſt _ Man e er poſſeſs d, 

And I, the w t of the Race of Man) 
WT his very hour, without one Tear, muſt part. 

8 Bev. Part! muſt we part? Oh! am TIthen forſaken ? 


ill my Love caſt me off? have my Misfortunes 
ffended him ſo highly, chat he'll leave me? 
y drag you from me? whicher are you going? 
ly Dear! my Life! my Love Faff. Oh Friends 

Belv. Speak to me. wine aff. Take her from my heart, 
ll gain ſuch hold elſe, I ſhall ne'er get looſe. 

charge thee take her, but with tender'ſt care, 
cle her Troubles and aſſwage her Sorrows. 
Ren. Riſe, Madam! and Command amongſt your Servants ! 
Id. To you, Sirs, and your Honours, I bequeath her, 
nd with her this; when I prove unworthy LG We Dagger. 
ou know the reſt.— Then ſtrike it to her heart; 
nd tell her, he who three whole happy years 
in her Arms, and each kind Night repeated 

palſionate Vows of ſtill increaſing Love, 
it that Reward for all her Truth and Sufferings. 
% Nay, take my Le, ſince he has ſold it cheaply ; 
vr ſend me io ſome diſtant Clime your Slave; | 
put let it be far off, leſt my complainings / 

ould reach his guilty Ears, and ſhake his Peace. 
. No, Belviders, I've contriv'd thy Honour: 
ruſt to my Faith, and be but Fortune kind 
10 me, as I'll preſerve that Faith unbroken, 

ben next we meet, I'll lift chee to a Height, 
all the gazing * about thee, 


vw; 
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To wonder what ſtrange Virtue plac'd thee there. 


But if we ne'er meet more ——— 

' Belv, Oh thou unkiad one; 

Ne'er meet more! have I deſerv'd this from you? 

Look on me, tell me, tell me ; ſpeak thoudear Decei ver, 

Why am I ſeparated from thy Love? 

If I am faſe, accuſe me; but if true, 

Don't, prithee don't in Poverty forſake me. 

But pity the ſad heart, that's torn with parting. 

Yet hear me! yet recall me LEx. Ren. Bed. 2 l 
Faff. Oh my Eyes? 

Look net that way, but turn your ſelves a while 

Ino my heart, and be wean'd all together. 

My Friend, where art thou? Pier. Here, my Honour's Broda 
aff. Is Belvidera gone; Pier. Renault has led her 

Back to her own Apartment: but, by Heav'n! 

. Thbu muſt not ſee her more till our Work's over. 
Faff. No? Pier. Not for your Life 

Fal. Oh Pierre, wer't thou hut the, 

How I could pull thee down into my heart, 

Gaze on thee till my Eye-ſtrings crackt with Love, 

Till all my Sinews with its fire extended, 8 

Fixt me upon the Rack of ardent Longing; 

Then ſwelling, ſighing, raging to be bleſt, 

Come like a panting Turtle to thy Breaſt, 

On thy ſoft Boſom, hovering, bill and play, - 

Conſeſs the Cauſe why laſt I fled away; 
Own twas a fault, but ſwear to give it o'er, | 
And never follow falſe Ambition, more. [Ex. Aue 


n 
Euter Aquilina and her Maid. 


Au. b the” him I am gone to Bed: Tell him I am not at home 
| tell him Pve better Company with me, or any thing 
tell him in ſhort I will not ſee him, the eternal troubleſome vexatiu 
Fool: He's worſe Company than an Ignorant Phyſician — In 
be diſturb'd at theſe unſeaſonable hours. | 
Maid. But Madam! He's here already, juſt enter*d the door. 
Aquil. Turn him out agen, you unneceſſary, uſeleſs, giddy-braid' 
' Aſs! if he will not be gone, ſet the Houſe a-fice and burn us both: 1 
rather meet a Toad in my diſh, than that old hideous Animal in 9] 
Chamber to Night. 1 2 * 
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2 Mo Enter Antonio. | IG 
Unto. Nacky, Nacky, Nacky, —how do'lt do Nacky ? Hurry durty. 
[ am come little Nacky; paſt eleven a Clock, a late hour; time in all 
Conſcience to go to bed, Nacky Nacty did I ſay? Ay, Nacky, gu. 
lina, lina, lina, quilina, quilina, quilina, Aquilina, INaguilma, Nauilina, 
fcly, 4cky, Nacky, Nach, Queen, Nacky—-come let's to bed —=-you 
Fubbs, you Pugg you — you little Puls -— Purree Tuzzy — I am 
2 Senator. 
* Aquil. Lou are Fool, I am ſure. * 
Anto, May be fo too, Sweet - heart. Never the worſe Senator for 
all chat. Come Nacky, Nacky, let's have a Game at Rump, Nacky. 
Aquil, You would do well Signior to be troubleſome here no 
longer, but leave me to my ſelf, be ſober and go home, Sir. 
Anto. Home, Ma dona . 
Aquil, Ay, home, Sir. Who am [ ? 
Auto. Madona, as I take it you are my-——-you are —— - thou 
art my little Nicky Nach) that's all ! . 
Aquil, I find you are reſoly'd to be troubleſome; and fo to make 
ſhort of the matter in few words, I hate you, deteſt you, loath 
you, I am weary of you, fick of you —-hang you, you are an 
Old, Silly, Impertinent, Impotent, Sollicitous Cox comb; Crazy 
in your Head, and Lazy in your Body, love to be medling with 
every thing, and if you had not Money, you are good for nothing. 
Anto. Good for nothing! Hurry durry, Fil try that preſently. 
Sixty one years Old, and good for nothing; that's brave. [To rhe 
Mald.] Come come come, Mrs. fiddle-faddle, turn you out for a 
ſeaſon ; go, turn out I ſay, it is. our will and pleaſure to be private 
ſome moments —— out, out when you are bid too — [Puts ber 
out, and locks the door. } Good for nothing, you ſay. | 


Azul, Why what are you good for? 


Auto. In the firſt place, Madam, I am Old, and conſequently 
very wile, ve! wile, Madona, dye mark that? in the ſecond place 
take notice, if you pleaſe, that I am a Senator, and when I think fic 
can make Speeches Madona: Hurry durry, I can make a Speech in 
the Senate · houſe now and then—-- would make your hair ftand an 
aL ag... oo. ** | 

Aqui, What care I for your Speeches in the Senate houſe ? i 
wo be 1 657 . 1 wou 1 er Ryu 

no, Why, I can make Speeches to thee too, my lovely ; 
for Example My cruel Fair one, enen 

| Takes out & Purſe of Gold, and at every pauſe ſhakes it.] 
Since it is my Fate, that you ſhould with your Servant angry prove; 
tho late. at Night —-I hope tis not too late with this to gain recep- 
tion for my Love —.-There's for chee my little Nicky e ® 


take it, here take it — 1 fay take it, or Pll throw ic | | 
head how now Rebel: J . | a by 
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Au. Truly, my Illuſtrious Senator, Lmuſt confeſs your IIb. 
nour is at preſent moſt profoundly Eloquent indeed. 

Anto, Very well: Come, now let's fit down and think upont: 
little . come, fit I ſay · ſit down by me a little, my Nicky Nach 
ha [ Sits, du] Hurry durry —— good for nothing 

Aquil. No Sir, if you pleaſe I can know my diſtance and ſtand. 

Anto, Stand: How, Nacky up and I down! Nay then let me 
exclaim with the Poet, 3 

Shew me 4 Caſe more pitiful who can, 

A ſtanding Woman, and a falmg Man. 
Hurry durry -— not fit down ſee this ye Gods. 
You won't fit down? Aquil, No, Sir. 

Anto. Then look you now, "Ip: 15400 Bull, a Baſan- Bull, the Bull 
of Bulls, or any Bull. Thus up I get and wich my brows thus bent 
I broo, I ſay I broo, I broo, I broo. You won't fit down will you 
I broo | | ( Bellows like a Bull, and drives ber abou. 

Aquil, Well, Sir, I muſt endure this. Now your [She fits down, 
Honour has been a Bull, pray what Beaſt will your Worſhip pleaſe 

to be next? | | 
Aste. Now I'll be a Senator agen, and thy Lover, little Nicky Nac. 
ky ! | He fits by ber.] Ah toad, toad, toad toad ſpit in my Face a little, 
Nacky — ſpit in my Face prithee, ſpit in my face, never ſo little: ſpic 
but a little bir — ſpit, ſpit, ſpit, ſpit when you are bid I fay ; do, pri- 
thee ſpit — now, now, now ſpit; what you won't ſpit will you? 
Then I'll be a Dog. Aquil. A Dog, my Lord 
 Anto, Ay a Dog-—and Ill give thee this t other Purſe to let me 
be a Dog—and ale me like a Dog a little. Hurry durry—I will—- 
here cis. Ok [Gives the Purſe. 

Aquil. Well, with all my heart. But let me beſeech your Dogſhip 
to play your tricks over as faſt as you can, that you may come to 
ftinking the ſooner, and be turn'd out of doors as you deſerve. 

Ante. Ay, ay — no matter for that [| He gets under the Tabl. 
that ſhan t move me Now, bough waughwaugh,bough waugh— 

W e — [ Barks like a Dag. 

Aquil. Hold, hold, hold Sir, I beſeech you: what is t you do? If 
Curs bite, they muſt be kickt, Sir. Do you ſee, kickt thus. 
Ano. Ay with all my heart: do, kick, kick on, now I am under 
the Table, kick agen L kick harder . harder yet,bough waugh waugh, 
waugh, bough—-'odd, I'll have a ſnap at thy ſhins----boygh waugh 
waugh, waugh, bough — odd ſhe kicks bravely.—— ; 

Aquil. Nay,then Ill go another way to work with you: and Ithiak 
here's an Inſtrument fic for the-purpoſe ! ¶ Ferches a H bip and a Bell, 

What bite your Miſtreſs, firrab? out, out of doors you Dog, '9 
Kennel and be hang d bite your Miſtreſs by the Legs, 0 

Rogue — | | | She = - 
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cs, Nay, prithee Nacky, now thou art too loving: Hurry dut- 
* 5 odd III be a — no longer. ; 
. 416 Nay. none of your fav ning and grinning: But be gone, or 
here's the Diſcipline: What bite your Miſtreſs by the Legs you mun- 

12 out of doors hout hout, to kennel firrgh | go. 
Auto. This is very barbarous uſage, Nacky, very barbarous : look 
„I will not go will not ſtit from the door, that Irefolve-- 
hurry durry, what ſhut me out ? [Gbe whips him out. 
- "Aquil. Ay, and if you come here any more to night 1'i] have my 
Footmen lug you, you Cur: What bite your poor Miſtreſs Neck), 


[firrah! Enter Maid. 
Maid. Heav'ns Madam! What's the matter? [ He hbow!, at the door 
Aquil. Call my Foormen hither preſently. like a Dog. 


Enter two Footmen. 

Maid. They're here already Madam, the Houſe is all alarm'd 
with a ſtrange noiſe, that no body knows what to make of. 

Aquil, Go all of you and turn that troubleſogge Beaſt in the next 
Room out of my Houſe If I ever ſee him within theſe walls again, 
without my leave for his admittance, you ſneaking Rogues pi 
have you poyſon'd all, yion'd like Rats: every corner of the 
Houſe ſhall ſtink of one of you : Go, and learn hereafter to know 
my pleaſure. So now for my Pierre: 

Thus when the Godlile Lower was diſpleas'd ; 
We Sacrifice our Fool, and be's appeaf d. [Exeunt, 


SEN 1. Second. 
5 Enter Belvidera. : 


Belvid: M Sacrific'd! I'm Sold ! Betray'd to Shame! 
| Inevitable Ruin has inclos'd me 
No ſooner was I to my Bed repair'd, 
To weigh and (weeping) ponder my condition, 
But the old hoary Wretch, to whoſe falſe Care 
My Peace and Honour was entruſted, came 
(Like Targuin) ghaſtly with Infernal Luſt, | 
Oh thou Rowen Lacrece! thou could'ſt find Friends to vindicate thy 
I never had but one,” and he's prov'd falſe ;  [ Wrong, 
He that ſhould guard my Virtue, has betray'd it ; 
Left me! undone me! Oh that I could hace him 
Where ſhall I go! Oh whither, whicher wander? 
755 Enter Jaffeir. 

Taff. Can Belvidere want a reſting place 

hen theſe poor Arms are open to receive her ? 
Oh its in vain to ſtruggle with Deſires 
dong as my Love to thee ; for every moment 


Pa 
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Pm from thy fight, the Heart within my Boſom 
Moans like a tender Infant in its Cradle, 
Whoſe Nurſe had left it: Come, and with the Songs 
Ot gentle Love petſwade it to its peace. | 
Belw. I fear the ſtubborn Wanderer will not own me, 
*Tis grown a Rebel to be rul'd no longer, 
Scorns the Indulgent Boſom that firſt lulF'd it; - 
And like a Diſobedient Child, diſdains- © | 
The ſoft Authority of Belwidera. © 29 
Faff. There was a time — Belv. Yes, yes there was a time 
4 When Belvidera's Tears, her Cries, and Sorrows, S 
Were not deſpis d; when if ſhe chanc'd to figh, 
Or look but fad ; — there was indeed a time 
When Tafeir would have ta'en her in his Arms, 
- Eas'd her declining Head upon bis Breaſt, - 
And never left her till he found the Cauſe. 
But let her now weep Seas, ; 
Cry till ſhe rend the Earth; ſigh till ſhe burſt 
 Heg heart aſunder; ftill he bears it all; 
Deaf as the Wind, and as the Rocks unſhaken. 
aff. Have I been deaf? am I that Rock unmov'd? 
Againſt whoſe root, Tears beat, and Sighs are ſent! 
In vain have I beheld thy Sorrows calmly ! 
Witneſs againſt me Heav'ns, have I done this? 
Then bear me in a Whirlwind back again, 
And let that angry Dear one ne'er forgive me! 
Oh thou too raſhly cenſureſt of 'my Love! 
Could'ſt thou but think how I have ſpent this night, 
Dark and alone, no Pillow to my Head, 
Reſt in my Eyes, nor Quiet in my Heart, 87 
Thou would'ſt not B-lviders, fare thou would'ſt not 
Talk to me thus, but like a pitying Angel 
Spreading chy Wings, come ſettle on my Breaſt, 
And hatch warm Comfort there, e er Sorrows freeze it. 
Belv. hy, then poor Mourner, in what baleful corner 
Haſt thou been talking with that Wiech the Night ? 
On what cold Stone haſt thou been ſtretch'd along, 
Gathering the grumbling Winds out thy Head, 
To mix with theirs the Accents of thy Woes! © 
Oh now I find the Cauſe my Love forſakes me! 
I am no longer fit to bear athare + 
In his Concernments: My. weak Female Virtue 
Muſt not betruſted; Tis too frail and tender. 
Taff. Oh Porcia ! Porcia! What a Soul was thine ? 
Belv. That Porcia was a Woman; and when Brutus 
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with the Fate of Rome, (Heav'n guard thy ſaſct / 
Senke from her the Labouts of bis Mind 4 120, 
Joes let him ſee her Blood, was great as his, 
nos d from a Spring as Noble, and a Heart n 
nit to partake his Trouhles, . as his Love: re 
teich, fetch that Dagger back, the dreadful Dower 
Thou gav'ſt laſt night in parting with me; ſtrike it 
nere to my Heart; and 25 the Blood flows from it, 
WT [udge if it run not pure as Care's Daughter's, | 
8 af. Thou art too good, and I indeed unworthy, 
= Uaworthy ſo much Virtue: Teach me how 
I may deſerve ſuch matchilefs Love as thine, 
And ſee wich what attention I'll obey thee. 
Belv. Do not deſpiſe me: That's the All L ask. 
7aff. Delpile thee! Hear me——_ © 
= By. Oh thy Charming Tongue 
p but too well acquainted wich my weakneſs ; 
W Knows, let it name but Love, my melting heare 
Diſſolves within my Breaſt ; till with clos'd Eyes 
WT I reel into thy Arms, and all's forgotten. bo 
Je. What ſhall I dos? 
Belv. Tell me! be juſt, and tell me 
Why dwells that buſy Cloud upon thy face ? 
Why am I made a ſtranger? why that figh, ' 
I not know the Cauſe? Why when the World 
Ws I; wrapt in Reſt, why chuſes then my Love 
Lo wander up and down in horrid darkneſs, 
Loathing his Bed, and theſe defiring Arms? 
Why are theſe Eyes Bloodſhot with redious watching? 
Why ſtarts he now? and looks as if he wiſhe 
His Fate were finiſht 2 Tell me, cafe my fear; 
Leſt when we next time meer, I want the power 
To ſearch into the ſickneſs of thy Mind, | 
But talk as wildly then as thou look'ſt now. 
Jeff. Oh Belvidera ! © Nee | 
Belv. Why was I laft night deliver'd to a Villain? 
F. Hah, a Villain! My 
. Yes! to a Villain! Why at ſuch an hour 
Meets that Aſſembly all made up of Wretches 
That look as Hell had drawn em into League? 
Why, I in this hand, and in that a Dagger, 
Was I deliver'd with ſuch dreadful Ceremonies ? 
X To you, Sirs, and t your Honour Thequeath ber, 
„ 4nd with ber this: Whenter I prove wnworthy, 
Tou know the.reft, then rie is to 2 bears ? 
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Aach 
Oh why's OE” Wok, e's 1 
' Be made the Hoſtage of 1 25 n 0 e ws "ng 1 
N For ſuch I know I am; that. 5 all. my value! fo 01 Mie 
| But by the Love and Loyalty, I owe ee, 


Aer a rd 
I'll free thee from the Bon go Yes: . 
Strait to the Seng all * ol I * IC. ou 
All that I think, all that. m Fears 3 * 62 oh 11 | 
} Taff. Is this the Roman. irtue4 this « Blood pk ' 0 
| That boaſts its putit With Cato sDaug h 
| 


3, FT: 
Would ſhe have &er betr q her "Fg 5 A 
For Brutus truſted her: Wer thay To bind, 


_ 


| What won'd not Belwiderg ſuffer r:thee « 8 
| Faff. I ſhall unde melt, 9190 ach thee all... ah ** , 1 | 
j Belv. Look not upon me asI ama, Woman, Ty | 
| But as a Bone, thy Wife, thy Friend ; who OD 
Has had admiſſion to thy Heart, and there - "Ie 
Study 'd the Virtues of aby gallant Natgre4. Io 2% 
Thy Conſtancy, thy Courage, and 45 Truth, , 3388 
Have been my daily Leſſon: * hays learnt: em, en: | = 
| Am bold as thou, can ſuffer or defpile uy 
6 The worſt of Fates for thee ; and with thee ſhare? 


| fff. Oh you Divineſt Powers | look ng gag 1 


My Prayers! mag me to . alle ; 11g 
Yet thinka litele; e 220 * 5 BY * 
Think I've a ay to tel fy key N ” ” 17 2 


Melt all this boaſted Conſtane er Nr 4 ver 
Into vile Tears and . . he 
Then if thou ſhould — 180 1 Saule. : 


- 


Faf. No, Do not Swear.: I woy d not . 

Thy tender Nature wich APY A A, he pf 8 
But as thou hop'ſt to Tee. me ugh my days, _ . " / h / 
And love thee lon ng, lock this within thy W . 
Fee bound my ſelf by all che Wa rag rd hl * 
Divine and Human- k! 

F. Yo kill thy A 5 ae 

F. Nay the Throats of the whole 3 4.1 
| Shall bleed, my Belwidera;, He: ſt us . 4 | 75 
| That ſpares his Father, Brother, ot his Friend tees." 
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Is Damn'd. How Rich and Beautegus wall t Fry 
Of Ruin look, when theſe wide Streets run Bleod 3 .. 
I, and the Glorious Pareners of my Fortune 
Shouting, and Striding o'er the proſtrate Dead ; - 
Still to new waſte; whilſt thou, far off in Lafecy 
Smiling, ſhalt ſee the Wonders of our dating; 
And when Might comes, with. ene and Love teccive me. 


Belu. 


thou do ſt·— meln, I know it, thou wilt kill nie. 
* 1 thy Sword into this. Bakom : Lay me 
Dead on the Earth, omiine Ga nk bs Lbs, oe, 
Murder my Father! Tho- his Cruel Natuce nh kita 
Has Perſecut2d me g ππτ]ν doing gn a 


Driven me to baſeſt Wants ; Can | behold him ** 
With ſmiles of Ven Buteber d in his 8 
The Sacred Fountain of my Life deſtroy d? 
And canſt thou ſhed the Road that gave me Being? 
Nay, be a Traitor too, and fell dd Count:; 
Can thy great Heart deſcend ſo vilely ew, 
Mix with hir'd Slaves, Bravoes, and Common len. 
Noſe · ſlitters, Ally-lurking Willaigs “ jojũͤnn 
With ſuch a Crew, and take a Ruffians Wages, 
To cut the throats of W retches as they ſleep? 1 
Jaff. Thou wrong'ſt me, Belviders ! e . 

win Men of Souls : fit to teſorm the ills | 

Of all Mankind: There's not a Heart amongſt them 
& But's ſtout as Death, yer honeſt as the Nature 
Of Man firſt made, eer-Frauid and: Vice Were Tay 

Bev. What's he, to wboſe-curſt hands laſt night in it mg ? 
Was that well done? Oh! L could tell a Story 
Would rouze thy Lyon-Heart ont of its Nee. 1 
And make it rage with tetrifying Fury. x 

Faff. Speak on I thee! |; Bel: 0 my Love! ire 
Thy Belvidera's Peace deſerv'd thy Sue, 1 
Remove me from this place: Laſt night, laſt night! 

Faff. Diſtra& me not, but give me all the a. 

Helv. No ſooner wert thou gone, and I alone, 
Leſe in the Power of tha old Sen of Miſchief ; 
No ſooner was I lain on my ſad Bed, 
But that vile Wretchvapproacht me; looſe, unburten d a 
Ready for Violation: Tben my Heart 8 
Throbb'd with its fears: Oh how I wept and figh'd,. 
And ſhrunk and trembled ; wiſh d in vain, for mm 
That ſhould protect me. Thou alas! wer t gone. | 

J Patience! ſweee. Heav'n, till I make vengeance ſure.” . 

Belv. He drew the hideous Dagger forth thou gav'lt him, 
And with apbraiding Smiles he ſaid, Bebold u, | 
lou s the Pledge of a Falſe Huibond's Love : * 
And i in my Arms then preſt, and would have claſp'd me 
But with my Cries I ſcar d his Coward Heart, | 
Till he withdrew; and mutter d Vows to Hell. * 
Thels are thy Friends! with theſe 1 Life, thy a ty 
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28 1 44 | 
Thy Love all ſtak'd, and all will ge to Run 
Jeff. No more: I charge thee this Secrer eloſe: 
Clear up thy Sorrows, look as if thy 
Were all forgot, and treat him like 4 Filend; nA od: ©: 
As no Complaint were made. No more; = Ps $T% 4 we 
Retire my Life, and doubt not of my Hon; i: bosse 
In heal its failings, and deſferve thy Lor 
Belv. Oh ſhould 1 part with thee, I fear thou wile | 
In a er leave me, and return no more. 
Return no more! I wou'd not live wichou thee 
. Night to purchaſe the Creation. 009 2061"! 
Bely. When ſhall we I” Ae lob ebf 3225: 
Jeff. Anon at Twelve? ' 1 ro Bonde I ai! 
I'll ſteal my ſelf to thy potting dry 1 i WS 
Come like a Travell'd Dore, a i thee P 
Belv. Indeed Taff. By all our apc U 
Belv. Tis hard to part: a 10 
Zut ſure no Falſhood ever looke ſo fairly. bs 2f004 Ho 1 
Farewell Remember Twelve. T bn 
aff. Let Heay'n — [19 TALES 
When I remember not thy Truth b, thy Love 
How curſt is my Condition, toſs d jan 
From every Corner; Fortunes Common Fool, 
The Jeſt of Rogues, an Inſtrumental Aſs. 
For Villains to — Loads of Shame upon, 
And drive about "aſk for their Eaſe and — 
„ „ Who ele 
Pier. aFeir! ho 
Pier. A Friend, that could have wiſh'd - 
T” have found thee otherwiſe imploy'd : what, hunt 
A Wife on the dull foil! fure a ſtanch Husband - _ 
Of all Hounds is the dulleſt 2 wilt thou never, 
Never be wean d from Caudles and Confections ? 
What Feminine Tale haſt chou been liſtning to, 
Of unair d Shirts; Catarhs and Tooth · ach, got 
By chin - ſold Shoes ? Damnation! that a Fellow 
Choſen-to be a Sharer in the Deſtruction .- 
Of a whole People, ſhould ſneak thus in Corners 
To eaſe his fulſom Luſts, and Fool his Mind. 
: off. May not a Man then crifle our an hour 
With a kind Woman, and not wrong his Calling ? 
Pier. Not in a Cauſe like ours. Faff. Then Eriend,our Caule 
Is in a damn'd condition: for Fll tell thee, 
That Canker-worm call d Lerebery has rouch'd i it; 
»Tis Tainted vilely: would ſt thou think is, Renault, 
0 * mortify d old wither d Winter. Rogue) 


- 
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| «fl | Plot Diſcover d. 29 
4 re ſimple Fornication like a Prieſt, 
ound him out for watering at my Wife: 
ted her laſt night like a kind Guardian: 
cn hc has ſome Temptations, that's the truth on't. 
pda. He durſt not wrong his Truſt! 
„ Twas 1 late tho 
ale 1 a ns 
pi. Was the in J. Yes, Faith, in Virgin ſh 
dite as her Boſom, Pierre, diſht neatly up, - 896 
Might tempt a weaker Appetite to taſte. | | | 
n how the Old Fox ſtunk I warrant thee, 
nen the rank fit was on him. Pier. Patience guide me ! 
WH us'd no Violence? : | 
J. No, no! out on't, violence | 
Ply d with her Neck; Bruſh'd her with his Grey Beard, 
WScrugg!'d and towz'd, tickl'd her till ſhe ſqueak'd a little, 
May be, or fo—but not a jot of violence 
Pi. Damn him. 0 170 | 
J. Ay, fo fay I : but huſh, no more on't; 
All hitherto is well, and I believe | 
Wy ſelf no Monſter yet: Tho no Man knows 
hat Fate he's born to? ſure tis near the hour 
e all ſhould meet for our concluding Orders : 
Nil the Ambaſſador be here in Perſon * _ 
i. No: he has ſent Commiſlion to that Villain, Rena»! ; 
Jo give the Executing Charge; 
Wd have thee be a Man if poſſible, | 
keep thy Temper; for a brave Revenge 
Ne er comes too late. Taff. Fear not, I am cool as Patience 
ad he compleated my Diſhonour, rather 
hazard the Saccefs our Hopes are ripe for, 
d bear it all with mortifyiog Virtue. 
8 Pic. He's yonder coming this way through the Hall; 
Wis thoughts ſeem full, n retire and leave me 
With him alone: I'll put him to ſome tryal, N 
e how his rotten part will bear the touching. 5 
Pier. Be careſul then. | Ex, Pierre. 
I Nay, never doubt, but truſt me. 
hat, be a Devil! take a Damning Oath | X 
r ſhedding Native Blood! can there be a Sin | 
1 Merciful Repentance? Oh this Villain. 
Euter Renault. . 
Renault. Perverſe! and Peeviſh! what a Slave is Man 
ler his itching Fleſh thus get the better of him 
þ (patch the Tool her Hasband — that were well. 
bos there? 9 Faff. A Man. 


* 
* 
9 


—— — I2D 


x 
22 * — 
, - * . " 
_— — — —_— _ 
- 


- al f = — . 
2 nb I — . > a oe , 
— . ——_—_— ney or wo ; 


Say. WS *- - - * 
— - _— * * 1 


d 


ule 


es 


— 


a Rem. My Friend, my * — * eee 
he Hoſtage of your Faith, my re 
Taff. Gir, are you ſute ot that? © © very wa 
Stands ſhe in perfect health? beats her Putſe wie: 
Neither too hot nor cold? Ren. What means cha queſtion} 
Faff. Oh, Women have fantaſtick Conifiurions, - 
Inconſtant as their wiſhes, always wavering, 
And never fixt; was it not boldly done 
Even at firſt (i ight to truſt the Thing I LoYꝰ d 
(A tempting Treaſure too!) with Touth ſo fierce 
And vigorous as thine ? but thou art honest. 
Ren. Who dares accuſe me? F. Cut be __ 2 80 
Thy Virtue, Ihavetry'd it, and declare, 
Were I to chuſe a Guardian of my Honour; 0 on 
I'd put it in thy keeping: for I know tee. Nen. Know ne 
aff. Ay, know thee: There's no Falſhood in thee. 
Thou look'ft juſt as thou att: Let us embrace. 
Now would ſt thou cut my Throat, or I cut thine? 
Ren. You dare not do t. Lou lye, Sir, 
Ren. How ! wy No more. 
Tis a Baſe World, and muſt Ker chars un.. 
Enter Spinoſa, Thodore, Eliot, Revillido, Durand, 
Brainveil, and the ref of the Conſpirazors.. 
The ſame : 


inoſa, Theodore ! g | 
— 2 Spin. Lou are trembling 


30 


u are Welcome 

Ren. Tis a cold Night indeed, 1 am Aged, 

Full of Decay and Natural Infirmities; NEN pierre re- enterl. 
We ſhall be warm, my Friend, I hope to morro-. 

Pierre. Twas not well done; thou: ſhould'ſt-have ſtroakt him, 
And not have gall'd him. © off. Damm him, let him chew ont 
Heaven where am T? beſet with Curſed 
That wait to Damn me: What a Devils Man, 
When he forgets his nature — huſh my heart. 


1 | Ren. My Friends, cis late: are we Aſſembled all ? 
{ Where's Theodore? © 1 Theo. At hand. 
| Ren. Spinoſa. + © Spine, Here. 
Ren. Brain veil. | | roms Tam ready. 
Ren. Durand and Brabe. Dar. Command us; 
We are both prepat d! Ren. an Revelli 


| Terzon, Retroſi ; Oh you're Men I find. mdwd 466 

188 | Fic to behold your Fate, and meet her Summons; 

| To Morrow's Riſing Sun mult fee you all 
Deckt in your Honours! are the Soldiers r ? 


j | Omer, All, all. 


. | Ken. You Durand, wirh Your Thouſind mul Poles St. Mark 


ion} 
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A Plot Dyſcover' Wi Zr 
Mels; You, Captain, know your Charge eirdede g) 574 4 
| — * the Ducal Palace: You 1 
„ with a hundred more muſt gain the Secgae. 
i the like number Brainveil to the Procurale. 
WE | this done wich the leaſt tumult poſſible, 
lin each place you Poſt ſufficient Guards : 
ea ſheath your Swords in every Breaſt you meet. 
oh Reverend Cruelty: Damn d Bloody Villain | 
ko. During this Execution, Durand, you 
1 af in the midſt keep your Battalia faſt; 
nd 7hcodore be ſure to Plant the Cannon 
That may Command the Streets; whilſt Rewe de, 
ee, 7ernon and Retro, Guard you. 
W This done) we'll give the General Alarm, 
oy Petards, and force the Ars'nal Gates; 
When Fire the City round in ſeveral places, 
WD: with our Cannon (if ic dare reſiſt ) 
iter to Ruin. But above all, I charge you 
ed Blood enough, ſpare neither Sex nor Age, 
ne nor Condition; if there live a Senator 
ter to-morrow, tho the dulleſt Rogue 
at Cer ſaid nothing, we have loſt our Ends; 
poſſible, let's kill the very Name 
f Senator, and bury it in Blood. 
W 7-f: Mercilefs, horrid Slave! — Ay, Blood enough 
ed Blood enough, old Renaud: how thou charm'ft me 
Ken. But one thing more, and then farewell till Fate 
dn us again, or ſeparate us erer: FE 
lt, let's embrace. Heav'n knows who next ſhall thus 
ing ye together: But let's all remember 
e wear no Common Cauſe upon our Swords: 
t each Man think'that on his ſingle Virtue 
epend: the Good and Fame of all che reſt; 
ernal Honour or perpetual Infam . 
ts remember through what dreadful hazards 
Topitious Fortune hicherto has led us, xŹ 
Wow often on the brink of ſome Diſcovery 
Ve we ſtood tottering, yet ſtill kept our ground 
well, chat the buſieff Searchers ne er could follow 
= „ Which punled all Suſpici on. 
r00p, Sir. F, No: with moſt profound Att ation | 
Fe heard it all, L con oth thy. Vertue. 15 | 
to there be yet few bours *ewixe them and Ruin, 
de not the Senate ld in full Security, | 
" * 8 $428 ! ? . TY | Ne yer 


bj 


32 mY Venter Prifre/d * 


Never did ſa profound Repoſe forum 1 7 
Calamity fo great: Nay, our good Fortune Ar 
Has blinded the moſt Piercing of Mankind. 
Stengthen'd the Fearfulleſt, Charm/d the moſt Suſpeatul, 
Co ounded the molt Subtle”: For we live, = 
We live my Friends, and quickly ſhall — 
Prove fatal to theſe Tyrants: Let's confider 
That we deſtroy Oppreſſion, Avarice, 
A People nurs'd up equally with Vices 
And loathſome Luſts, which Nature moſt abhors, 
an ſuch as without Shame ſhe cannot ſuffer. 
Fol Oh Belvidera, take me to thy Arms, 
And ſhew me where's my Peace, for I have loſt ic. 
Ren, Without the leaſt remorſe then lets reſolve 
With Fire and Sword t extet miate theſe Tyrants, 
And when we ſhall behold thoſe Curſt Tribunals, 
Stain'd by the Tears and Sufferings of che Innocent, 
Burning with Flames, rather from Heav'n than . 
The Raging, Furious, and — 2 
Pe = reaking 2 the Boſoms 
Of ing Wretches ; in every Quarter, 
Wit "il that ſad Diſorder can produce, 
To make a Spectacle of Horror. Then, 
Then let us call to mind, my deareſt - a 
That there is nothing pure. upon the Earth; Wy 
That the moſt valu'd-things: have moſt - - =p #1390 
And that in change of all thoſe vile — 1 
Under whoſe weight this wretched Country ſabours, 
The means are only in our hands to Crown them. 
Pier. And may thoſe Powers above that art 
To Gallant Minds, Record this Cauſe, and Blels it. E 
, 


Ren, Thus happy, thus ſecure of all we with for, 
Should there my Frizads, be found: amongſt us * 
Falſe to this Glorious Enterprise, hat Fate. 

What Vengeance were enough for ſuch a Weis? 
Eliot. Death here without repentance, Hell ae 
Ren. Let that be my Lot, . 
Liſted by Fate amongſt her darling Sons, 
Tho 1 had one only Brother, dear by a da 
The ſtricteſt tyes of. Nature; tho one bour - 9217 
Had given us Birth, — hn ſed our Wants, | 
One only Love, and chat but of each other, 
Still fill'd- our minds: Oould I have ſuch a Friend 
Joyn d in = ——ů omar -.. = | 
He meant foul play; may hand drop me, 
It * hazard all my future Peace, | 


* ; 


„ Diſcover'd. 
And fab bins to the heart: before you: Who? 
who would do leſs ?* Would'm not thou Pierre the ſame ? 
de You've ſingl'd me, Sir, out for this hard queſtion, 
off wers ſtarted only for my ſake ” 
An I the thing you fear © Here, here's my Boſom, 
Lech it with all your Swords! Am I a Traitor? 

Ren. No : but I fear your late commended Friend 
15 lictle leſs: Come Sirs, tis now no time . NE 
To trifle with our Safety. Where's this er?? 
Spins. He left the Room juſt now in ſtrange diſorder. 

Rev, Nay, there is danger in him: I obſerr'd him 
Doring the time I took for Explanation, | 
he was tranſported from moſt deep attention 
W To a Confuſion which he could not fmother. 
His Looks grew full of ſadneſs and farprize, 
au yhich betray'd a wav ring Spirit in hint, 
That labour'd with reluctancy and ſorrow. 
What's requiſite for ſafety, muſt be done 
With ſpeedy Execution, he remains 
Yet in our Power: I for my own part wear . 
[tra $Þ Tar. Well. 1 


41 


A Dagger. A fly 4 , | | 
Ren, And I could with it! Pier. Where? 4 
Ren. Bury'd in his heart. Pier. Away! we're yet all Friends ; fl 
No more of this, twill breed ill Blood amongſt us. " 0 1 
Spin. Let us all draw our Swords, and ſearch che Houſe, 1 
pull him from the dark hole where he ſits brooding 7 " 
Oer his cold Fears, and each Man kill his bare of him. 1 
Pier, Who talks of killing? who's he'll ſhed the Blood „ 


That's dear to me / is't you? or you? or you, Sir? 


What, not one ſpeak? how you Rand Faping all. 

On your gtave Oracle, your Wooden there; 

Yet not a word: Then Sir, III tell y' a ſecr ee; 
duſpicion's but at beſt a Coward's Virtue To Ren; 


Ren. A Gomard ——— . [Handles bis Sword, 
Pier. Put up the Sword, old Man, Na | 
Thy hand ſhakes at it; come let's heal this breach, 
I am too hot: weyer may all live Frigads:. - | 
-: Till we are ſaſe, our Friendihip cannot be ſo. 


Agiins Who's ? %% Ten I. 
„ e 
Ele. And al. Ren. Wha are on my fide 2 


Spinoſ. Every honeſt Sword. 


Let's die like Men; and not be ſold ke Slaves. | 
Per, One fuch word more, by Hear'a Ill to che Senate, 
And bang ye all like Dogs, in „„ 


8 3 
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24 
Why. peep your Coward Swords half out their hell? 
Why do you nor all Brandiſh them like mine??? 


And done too much. 


The way to melt, and caſt me as you Will: Ka 1 0 


Venice Freſerb di or 


You ſear to Die, and yet date talk of Killin 12 . 
Ren. Gy to the Senate and Betray us 3 = | 

Secure thy wretched Life 3 we feat tu Die 

Leſs than thou dar'ſt be Honeſt. the ru 
Pier. That's rank Falſhood. 

Fear'it not thou Death ? Fy, "OR a Keri 1 

la that Salt Blood, an utter Foe to Smarting - 

Had Jffeirs Wife prov'd Kind, he'd ame True. 

Faugh How that Stinks? 

Thou Dye ! Thou Kill my Friend, or how on 9 

Or thou, wich that lean —— d wretched Face: 1 

Away, Viſperſe all to your ſeveral Charges, 

And meet to-morrow whete your Honour calls yu, 

Fil bring that Man, whoſe Blood you ſo much Thirſt for, 

And you ſhall ſee him venture for fairly 

Hence, hence, I ſay. 11 Benn e 
Spinoſa. I fear we 've been to Blame ef 57. 1 555 


Theo. *'T was too far 11 22ainſt the Van you Loved. 
- Rev, Here, take our Swords, and crulh them wh Your Feet 
: ivy Forgive us, Gallant Friend. 1 1. - 

Pier. Nay, now yhave-fobnd | |. 


F'll fetch this Friend, and give him to your 5 „ 
Nay he ſhall die, it yo will cake him from me. 
For your Repoſe, I Il quic my Heart's jewel; n 
But would not have him torn wy b Villains 


And Spite ful Villaay. o; may you both 

For ever Live, and fill the Wor with Fame! "Ae hilt g 
pier. Now y are too kind. Whence roſe all this Diſcord ? > Mor 
Oh what a dangerous Precipice have we 'fcap'd / Ir if ch 
How near a Fall was all we'd long been Building : * | ll Tm 
hat an Eternal Blot had Stain'd our Log * f that. 
If One, the Braveſt, and the Beſt of Men W Thi; D. 
Had fall'n a Sacrifice to Raſh Suſpicion ! | ſt Nig 
utcher'd by thoſe, whoſe Cauſe he came to Geld: hews 
h could. you know him all as I have known him, | ill wal 
How Good he is, how Juſt, how True, how Brave, at dur 
You would not leave this place till you had ſeen him; n Teri 
Humbled your ſelves before him, kiſs d his Feet, | ll on m 
And gain'd Remiſſion for the worſt of Follies. he com 
Dome but to-morrow all your Doubts ſhall end, I forgi 
And to your Loves me better recommend, ih urm 

en Pe "I « uw Fame,and ſav'd my Friend. ) [Ex. On, 


15. End x the Third. att. © (AGB 
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An Plata Diſerver'h. + 


| Eee, Jiffeir! and Belvidera, 


DH Here do ſt thou lead me? Every ſtep I move, 
l WW Methinks I tread upon ſome mangled Limb 
ra Rack'd Friend: Oh my dear Charming Ruin! | 
bcre are we wandring / Belv. To Eternal Honour; 
Wo do a Deed ſhall Chronicle thy Name, 
Vong the Glorious Legends of thoſe Few 
WT but have 541d Sinking Nations : Thy Renown 
n be the future Song of all the 5 
o by thy Piety have been Preſerv' 
om horrid Violation : Every Street 
al be Adorn'd with Statues to thy Honour, 
ad at thy Feet this great Inſcription written, 
nber Him that Propt the Fall of Venice. 
Je Rather, remember Him, ho after al! 
he Sacred Bonds of Oaths and Holier Friendſhip, 
n fond Compaſſion to a Woman's Tears 
Worpot his Manhood, Virtue, Truth, and Honour, 
o Sacrifice the Boſom that Reliev'd him; | 
hy wilt thou Damn me? Belv. Oh inconſtant Man ! 
low will you Promiſe? how will you Deceive? 
do, return back, re place me in my Bondage, 
ell all thy Friends how dangerouſly thou Loy'ſt me; 
nd let thy Dagger do its Bloody Office. 
Wh that kind Dagger, Faſfeir, how twill look, | 
ruck through my Heart, Drench'd in my Blood to th! Hilts! 
hilt theſe poor dy ing Eyes ſhall with their Tears 
0 more Torment thee; then thou wilt be Free: 
Ir if thou think'ſt ic Noblerg let me Live 
ll I'm a Victim to the hateful Luſt +: | 
W! that Infernal Devil, chat Old Fiend ; 
has Damn'd himſelf, and wou'd Undo Mankind. 
it Night, my Love! 7aff- Name, name it not again, 
ſhews a Beaſtly Image to my Fancy; 
ill wake me into Madneſs. Oh the Villain? 
at durſt approach ſuch Purity as thine, 
a Terms fo Vile: Deſtruction, ſwift Deſtruction 
on my Coward Head, and make my Name 
de common Scorn of Fools, if I forgive him; 
1 forgive him; if I not Revenge | 
ti utmoſt Rage, and moſt ne Fury, 

| "hls ＋ 2 | 


Thy Suffering, thou dear Darling of my Life. 
Belv. Delay no longer then, but to the Senate; 
And tell the diſmal'ſt Story ever uttet d: 
Tell em what Bloodſhed, Rapines, Defolations; 
Have been prepar'd ; how near's the fatal hour ! 
Save thy poor Country, ſave the Reverend Blood 
Of all its Nobles, which to-Morrow's Dawn 
Muſt elſe ſee ſhed : Save the poor tender livres 
Of all thoſe little Infants, which the Swords + 
Of Murtherers are whetting for this moment; 
Think thou already heardt their dying fereams;/ 
Think that thou ſee'ſt their Tad diſtracted Mochers 
Kneeling before thy feet, and begging Piry, 
Wich torn diſhevel'd Hair, and ſtreaming Eyes, ö 
Their naked mangled Breaſts beſmeat u with Blood, 
And even the Milk with which their fondled Babes 
Softly they huſh'd, dropping in'Anguiſh from em. 
m_ thou ſee'ſt hi, _ ap OP — — 1 
Fa. Oh! Bev. nk too, it you lc this preſent mi 
What Miſeries the next day bring upon the. — 
Imagine all the horrors of that night, 
Murther and Rapine, Waſte and Deſolation, 
Confus dly raging. Think what then may prove 
My Lot! the Raviſher may then come ſafe, - 
And 'midſt the terror of the Publick Ruin. 
Do a damn'd deed; perhaps to lay a Train 
May catch thy Life; then where will be Revenge, 
The dear Revenge that's due to ſach a Wrong? | 
| Faff. By all Heavn's Powers, Prophetick Truth dwells in thee, 
For every word thou ſpeak it ſtrikes through my heart . 
Like a new light, and ſhews it how t has wander d. 
Juſt what th' haſt made me, take me, | Belvidere, 
And lead me to the place where I'm to fay © 
This bitter Leflon; where I muſt betray 
My Truth, my Virtue, Conſtancy and Friends; 
Maſt I betray my Friend! Ah take me quickly, 
'Secure me well before that ht's renew'd; 
If I relapſe once more, all's loſt for ever. 
Belv. Haſt thou a Friend more dear than Belwiders ? 
Taff. No; thou art my Sopl it ſelf, Wealth, Friendfhip, Honou 
All preſent Joys, and earneſt of all future, 
Are ſumm' d in thee : methinks when in thy Arms 
Thus leaning on thy Breaſt, one minutes more 
Than a long thouſand years of vulgar hours. 
Why was fuch Happineſs not given me pure? 


— 


ont; 


Shy daſh'd with cruel wrongs, and bitter wantings ? 
ame, lead me forward now like a tame Lamb 
o Sacrifice. Thus in his fatal Garlands, 
ed fine, and pleas d, the Wanton skips and plays, 
Trots by th enticing flattering Les Ale, 
And much tranſported with its little pride, | 
Forgets bis dear C ons of the Plan; 
Tit y be bound, be's on the Altar Iain, 
too bardly bleats, ſuch Pleaſure's in the Pain, 
Enter Officer fix Guards. 
Stand, who goes there? Bielv. Friends. 
Jaff. Friends, Belvedirs! hide me from my Friends. | 
Heyn, Id rather ſee the face of Hell, 
1an meet the Man I love. þ 
Ofc. But what Friends are you? 
Belo. Friends to the Senate and the State of Venice. 
Off. My Orders are to ſeize on all I find 
At this late hour, and bring 'em to the Council, 
Who now are ſitting. 525 Sir, you ſhall he obey d. 
Hold, Brutes, ſtand off, none of your Paws upon me. | 
Now the Lot's caſt, and Fate do what thou wilt, [Exennt guarded. 


SCENE The Senate-bouſe : 
Where appear Sitting, the Duke of Venice, Priuli, Antonio, and. 
3 Eight other Senators. 
Duke. Antony, Priuli, Senators of Venice, 
Speak; why are we Aﬀembled here this night? 
What have you to inform us of, concerns 
The State of Venice, Honour, or its Safety? 
Prin. Could words expreſs the Story Pye to tell you, 
Fathers, theſe Tears were uſeleſs, theſe ſad Tears 
That fall from my old eyes; bus there is cauſe 
We all ſhould weep, tear off theſe Purple Robes, 
And wrap our ſelves in Sackcloth,. ſitting down. 
On the ſad Earth, and cry aloud to Heav n. 
Heav'n knows if yet there be an hour to come 
er Venice be no more. i 
All Senators, How !' Priu.'Nay, we ſtand 
Upon the very brink of g ow 
Within this City's form'd a dark Conſpiracy, 

o Maſſacre us all, our Wives and Children, 
Kindred and Friends; our Palaces and Temples 
0 lay in Aſhes: nay, the hour too, fixt ; . 
he Swords, for ought Tknow, drawn e en this moment, . 
a che wild Waſte begun. From unknown hands Tha# 


W 


* 


Truth, which the fear" 


4 Venice 90 „ 
I had this Warning : büt if wwe Are Men 2 5 
Let's not be Tamely Batcher'd, but do ſomething” 
That may inform the World in after Ages, 
Our Virtue was not Ruin'd, the we were. T1 "wy vile, 
Room, room, make room for e. 
2. Senat. Let's Raiſe the City. Th 

22 Enter Officer and Guard * ad" 
Prin. Speak here, What Diſturbance ? a; 

Offer. Two Priſoners have the Guard ird in the vet 
Who ſay, they come to inform this Reverend Senate . 
About che preſent Danger. Pn 

Futer Jaſſeit and Paviders Sed. 
Al. Give em Entrance - Well, who „ 


ö aff. A Villain. . | . _ Amo. Short and Pithy. | 
The Man ſpeaks well. ol of Would every Man that hears me 
Would deal fo Honeſtly, own his Tide. 


| Dake. Tis Rumor'd, that a Plot has been conrivd' "> 
Againſt this State; chat you have 4 ſhare int boo. 
If you are a Villain, to Redeem'your Honour, 
_ Unfold the Truth, and be R d with Mercy 
Fe. Think not that to Tave my Life come hither; 
I know its value better ; but in Pity | 
To all thoſe Wretches, whoſe unhappy Dooms Wy 
Are Fixt and Seal'd: You ſee me here before vou, 
The Sworn, and Covenanted Foe of Venice... | 
But uſe me as my Dealings may 3 
And I may prove a Friend; - Duke. Tue Slave Capiculates, 
Give him the Torture Ja. That you dare not do, 
Your Fears won't let you, nor the longing Iich - 
To hear a Story-which ch xo dread the truth of... 


Smart ſhall ne'er get from 1 me. 

Cowards are ſcar'd wich Threarhin Boy's are Wen 
Into Confeflions : but à Ready My. | 
Ads of it ſelf, ne er ask ine Body Counſel. 7 
Give him the To-tures! Name Put ſuch a thing | . 
Again; by Heavn I'll ſhut theſe Lips for erer, | 
Not all your Racks, Jour Engines, or your Wheels, 
Shall force a Groan aw] that you may por! Af 

Arte. A Blioody-minded Fellow III wartant; 
A damn'd bloody -minded Fella -W-. 

Dale. Name your Conditions. Taff. For my ſelf full Pardon. 
B ſides the Lives of two aucttwent Friends Delivers a Lift. 
Whoſe Names are here Enroll'd: Nay, let their Crimes | 
Be nee fo Monſtrous, I mt have the Oatbs Mac: 
Add Sacred Promiſe f this Reverend: Council, * 

ae in a full CER 3 nn ; _ The 


2 7 


La © * 
— 


Thiog I ask be Ratify'd. Swear oy 
15 u unfold the Secrets of your Danger. = 
Al. Well pM Duke. Propoſe the Oath. hs by. 
= 7of. By all the ho 200 i 
WT Ve have of Peace and Happineſs hereafter, j 
W Swear, Al. We all Swear. M4 
= 7. To Grant me what I've ask d, 


" vo Al. We Swear. 1 
| f. And as ye =P the Oath, _ 4 
* gt and your Poſterity be Bieſt, * 


—_ 0: Gurt for ever. AI. Eſſe be Curſt for ever! 
| of. Then here's the Liſt,and with 11 Diſcloſe } Deliver; 4. 
| of all that Threatens ou. | not ber Paper. 
Now Fate thou haſt caug ht me. 
Ants, Why, what a dreadful Catalogue of Cut - throats is here 
l warrant you not one of theſe Fellows * has a Face like a Lion 
I dare not fo much as read their Nam; over. 
Duke. Give Order that all diligent Search be made 
o ſeize theſe Men; their, Oharacters are Publick, * 
he Paper intimates their Rendezvouz | 
o be at the bo Haw of a Fam d Grecian Curtezan, 
I'd Aquilina ; ſee that place ſecur d. 
Anto, Fuat a my Nicky — Hurry Durry, Nicky * ia 
e Plot— L make a Speech. Moſt Noble Senators, 
hat wry, = "op prehenſions drive you on, 

Right Noble, Wile, and truly Solid Senators, a | 
To Violate the Laws and Right of Nations? a 
The Lady is a Lady of Renown. | 
is true, ſhe holds a Houſe of fair Reception, 
d tho I fay't my felf, as many more 
n lay as well as «1. 2. Senat, My Lord, long — 
e Frivolous here, when Dangers are ſo near u 
Ve all well know your Intere Lady; 
Che World talks Toud ot. 8 Verily Thare done; 
lay no more. Dee, But ſince he has en d 
imſelf concern d, Pray, Captain, take great Caution 
0 treat the Fair One as becomes her Character, 
nd let her Bed-Chamber bg Search d with Decency. 
100, Toffeir, muſt with Patience bear till Morning, | 
133 Priſone. Faf Would cho Chains of Death 
d bound me fait e'er 1 had known this minute. 
Ve re done a Deed will make my Story hereafter 
Poted in comperition wich all il ones 
& Hiſtory of "my Wickedneſs ſhall run RET": a 
Mn through the Tow Traditions of the Vulgar, 1 2 
* — tell the Tale a "OO . Dutt, 


4 u 
48 | Venice" Freed; or 


Bring in the Priſoners. 


And brought the Fleets of Spain to your own Harbours : 


Like a Lewd Whore by bolder Prows than yours, 


_ His Juſtice, Truth, his general Worth and Sufferings | 
- From a hard Father taught me ficlt to love him. 


, LIN 


* * 


Duke, Captain withdraw your Pritoner. wy 241 v7 


cad me where my own thoughts themſelves loſe me 
Where I may doze out what I've left of Life, ** ms 
Forget my ſelf and this day's Guilt and Falhood. 
Cruel Remembrance, how ſhall I appeaſe thee! [Z. C. 
y Noſe without. © ; 
More Traitors ; Room, room, make room there, 
Duke. How's this, Guards? | | 
Where are our Guards ? ſhut up the Gates, the Treaſon's alreah 
at our Doors. | Enter O wt, 
Offic. My Lords, more Traitors: 10 
Seiz d in the very Act of Conſul tation; 
Furniſht with Arms and Inſtruments of Miſchief, 


Enter Pierre, Renault, Theodore, Eliot, Revellids, 
and other Conſpifators, in Feiters, Guarded. 
Pierre. You, my Lords and Fathers, 
(As you are pleas'd to call your ſelves) of Vice; 
If you fit here to guide the Courſe of Jultice, 
Why theſe Diſgraceful Chains upon the Limbs - 
That have ſo often labour d in your Service? 
Are theſe the Wreaths of Triumphs ye beſtow _ 
On thoſe that bring you Conqueſts home, and Honours ? 
Duke. Go on, you ſhall be heard, Sir. % 
Anto; And be hang d too, I hope. 
Pier. Are theſe the Trophies I've deſerv d for fighting 
Your Battels with confederated Powers? 
When Winds and Seas conſpit d to overthrow you, 


When you, great Duke,ſhrunk, trembling in * Palace, 
And ſaw your Wife, ch' AdriarpPlough'd” 


Stept not 1 forth, and taught your looſe Yenerians, 
The rack of Honour, and the way to Greatneſs! 1 . 


Rais d you from your capi lating Fears, 

To ſtipulate the Terms of fu d. for P * 

And this my R x62 If I'm a Traitor, | 
Produce my Charge 1 or e the Wretch that's baſe enough 


And brave enough to tell me Im a Traitor. 
Date Know you one fehr [Al. 
Pier, Yes, and know his Virtue. 


Conſ pirators m 
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14 Enter Jaffeir Gard ed. | 
Duke. See him brought forth. ... oo 
bier, My Friend too bound! nay then 
hr Fate has conquer d us, and we muſt fall. 4 
Why droops the Man whoſe Welfare's fo much mine 1 
rey'te but one thing: Thele Reverend Tyrants, Fafferr, 4 
Tus all Traitors: Art thou one, my Brother? b 
off. To thee I am the falſeſt, verieſt Slave „ 
hat e' er Betray d a Generous, Truſting Friend, 1 
Nad gave up Honour to be ſure of Ruin: 
Wl our fairHlopes which Morning was to have Crown'd, 1 
ia this curſt Tongue o'erthrown, = tl 
| Pier. So, then all's. ver? {ITEM | 
raice has loſt her Freedom; I my Life; | 
o more; farewell. 4 
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Dube, Say; will you make Confeſſion 
Of your vile Deeds, and truſt the Senate's Mercy? 
Pier, Curſt be your Senate: Curſt your Conſtitution: 
Curſe of growing Factions and Diviſion 
al vex your Councils, ſhake your Publick Safety, 
nd make the Robes of Government you wear, 
eful co you, as theſe baſe Chains to me. FS 
Duke. Pardon. or Death ? Pier. Death, Honourable Death. 
Renault. Death's the beſt thing we ask, or you can give. 
All Conſpir. No Shameful Bonds, but Honourable Death. 
Duke, Break up the Council: Captain guard your Priſoners. 
Jofeir, Yare Free, but theſe muſt wait for Judgment. 
MES oe A Gab | Ex. all the Senators, 
Pier. Come, where's my Dungeon? lead me to my Straw : 
In will not be the firſt time I've lodg'd hard fnacd 


To do your Senate Service. Fa Hold one moment” 
Pier, Who's he diſputes the Judgment of the Senate? 
preſumptuous Rebel on Strikes Jeff. 


peu | 
Taff. by Heav'n you ſtir not. 
| muſt be heard, I muſt have leave to ſpeak : 
Ton haſt diſgrac'd me, Pierre, by a vile Blow: 
Had not a Dagger done thee Nobler Juſtice? 
But uſe me as thou wilt, thou canſt not wrong me, 
For I am falla beneath the baſeſt Injuries; | 
Yet look upon me with an Eye of Mercy, 
With Pity and with Charity behold me; | 
dat not thy heart againſt a Friend's Repentance, 
But as there dwells a God-like Nature in thee, 
Liſten wich Mildneſs co my Supplications. - 
"er. What whining Monk art thou? what holy Cheat 
That would'ſt encroach upon my 1 cars, 
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And Cant'ſt thus vilely? Hence. Tknow th + IE 
Diſſemble and be Naſty : leave, 4 an 8 
Jaff. Not know me, Pe OD 
75 No * the & 4 what ha hoot , ** 

aff. faſferr,t riend..t Y. ORCE »V-c va TY Frien 
It now deferv'dly {corn'd,.and us'd molt hardly. * . 
Pier. Thou Ff! thou my onde loy'd, vald'd Friend! 
By Heavens thou lyſt; Funn O call'd, my Friend. 
Was G:nerous, Honeſt" Fanbful, Juff and Valiane, © 
Noble in Mind, and in his, Perſon Lovely, 
Dear to my Eyes and tender to my Heart: q 
But Thou, a Wretched, Baſe, Falſe, Worthleſs Cow | d.. 1 
Poor, even in Soul, and Loschſome in thy Aſpeck: f . 
All eyes muſt ſhun theef and all Hearts deteſt chee, 
Prithee avoid, nor longer cling thus round. me, _ 2 
Like ii banefdl, 178 my es 5 0 4 
7 aff. I hate not wrong'd thee, by theſe Tears T have 
| Bac ſtill am Honeſt, Tens, and hope too, Vain; h N 
My Mind till full of thee: therefore ftill Noble. 
Let not thy Eyes then ſbun me, nor thy Heart 
Deteſt me utterly: Oh lagk upon we 
I)ook back and ſee my ſad, ſincere Submiſſion / 
How my Heart ſwells, as even 'twauld burſt my Boſom ; 
Fond of its Gaol, and labouring to be at thee! ve 
Whac tall I do? what ſay to make thee hear me? 
Pin Haſt chou not Wong d ms? das ft thou call thy ſelf, 
That once lov'd, valu'd Friend of mine 
And ſwear thou haſt not wrong d me? Whence theſe Chains? 
Wheace the vile Death, which I may-meet this moment? 
Whence this Diſhonour, butfrom thee, thou Falſe one? 
J. All's true, yet grant one thing, and I've done asking 
Pier. What's that? Taff. To taks thy Lite on ſuch Conditions 
The Council have propos d: Thowand thy Friends 


LAT 


May yet live long, and to be bettet treated. = 
Fer. Life! ask my Life? Contels ! Record my ſelf 
A Villain, for the privilege to breathe, 1 8. 
And carry up and down this Curſed City 
A dicontented and repining Spisit, . 
Burthenſome to it ſelf, a few Years longer, 
To ſoſe, it may be, at laſt in a lewd quarrel | 
For ſome new Friend, Treacherous and falſe as thou are ! 
No, this vile World and I have long been Jangling, 
And cannot part on better Terms than now, * 
When only Men like thee are ficeo live in's |, 
Je By all that's Jaſt— | Pier. Swear by ſome other Powe, 
ay 4 


Tot thou haſt broke that Sacred Oath toolarely. 
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Wi cothy ſelf at leaſt, chou'rt Reconciled; | | 
| 


—_— * 22 * * hs — „ 
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Wwercr thy Reſentments deal with me, 117 
% „ 4 
No; Thou ſhalt not force me from thee : 1 
eme Reproachfully, and like a Slave; Abo, 4 
end on me, Buffet me, heap Wrgngs on Wrong 14 
DD. my poor Head; I'll bear it all with Patience, 
il weary out thy moſt Unfriendly Cruelty : | 
Wie at thy Feet and kiſs em, tho they ſpurn me, i 
i, vounded by my Sufferings, you Relent, 1 
Wind raiſe me to thy Arms with dear Forgiveneſs, | 1 
pi. Art thou not — Fa. What? 1 
Pier. A Traitor? Faß. Yes. | 
Pier. A Villain? Fab. Granted. 5 
pier. A Coward, a moſt Scandalous Coward, Seas | 
Wicicleſs, void of Honour, one who has ſold 
Why Everlaſting Fame for Shameleſs Life? 1 
= 7-f. All, all, and more, mach more: my Faults are numbetleſs. 

Pi. And would'ſt thou have me live on terms like thine ? | 
ſe as thou'rt falſe — Taff. No, tis to me that's granted. 
Safety of thy Life was all I aim'd at, | 
W c:compence for Faich and Truſt ſo broken. 


* 
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Pier, I ſcorn it more becauſe preſery'd by thee : x 
nd as when firſt my fooliſh heart took pity = 
Du thy Misfortunes, ſought thee in thy Miſeries, 
Wcliev'd thy. Wants, and rais'd thee from thy ſtate 
pM Wretchednefs in which thy Fate had plung'd thee; 
o rank thee. in my Liſt of Noble Friends; * 95 
1 receiv'd in ſurety for thy Truth, _ 
ere unregarded Oache; and this, this Dagger, 
ren wich a worthleſs Pledge, thou ſince halt ſtoln: 
Wo | reſtore it back to thee again; 
wearing by all thoſe Powers which thou haſt Violated, | | 4 
erer from this Curs d Hour to hold Communion, | | 
nendſhip or Intereſt with thee, though our years h 
[ere to exceed thoſe limited the World. | 1 
ake i—farewell — for now I owe thee nothing. | | 
Tf. Say thou wilt live then. Fier. For my Life, dilpoſe it þ 
It as thou wile, becauſe tis what I'm tid with. |; - _ 
Jeff. Oh, Pierre! Pierre. No moce. | 
Jef. My Eyes won't loſe the ſight of thee, 
tlanguilh after thine, and ake with gazing. | 4 1 
Fer, Leave me Nay, then thus, thus I throw thee from me; : | 
d Curſes great as is thy * these. . Amen. | 
n WE > He's 
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ET: Venice Preſer#d ; or 
He's gone, my Father, Friend, Preferver, 
And here's the Portion he has left me. - [Holds the D 
This Dagger, well remembred, with this Da wy 
I gave a Solemn Vow of dire Importance; © 
Parted with this and Belpiders. together. | 
Have a care, Mem'ry, drive that Thought no farther ; 
No, I' eſteem it as a Friend's laſt Legacy, 

Treaſure it up within this wretched Boſom, 

Where ic may grow acquainted with my heart, 

That when they meet, they ſtart not from' each other. 
So; now for thinking: A Blow, call*d Traitor, Villain, 
Coward, diſhonourable Coward, fobght vt 
Oh for a long ſound ſleep; and ſo forget it! 

Down, buſie Devil. ... + 
; | 2 © Enter Belvidera. 

Belv. Whither ſhall-I fly? 5 
Where hide me and my Miſeries together? 
Where's now the Rowan Conſtancy I boaſted ? 

Sunk into Trembling Fears and Deſperation ! 

Not daring now to look up to that dear Face 

Wi. ich us d co {mile even on my Faults, but down 
Bending theſe miſerable eyes to Earth, 

Muſt move in Penance, and implore much Mercy. 

- Faff. Mercy! kind Heaven has furely endleſs Stores 

Hoarded for thee of Bleflings yet untalted; 

Let Wretches loaded hard with Guile as F am, 

Bow with the Weight, and groan beneath the Burthen, 
Creep with a remnant of that Strength th' have left, 
Before the Footſtool of that Heav'n th* have injured. 
Oh Belvidera! Pm the wretched ft Creature 
E'er crawl'd on Earth: now if thou'ſt Virtue, help me, 
Take me intothy Arms, and fpeak the words of Peace 
To my Divided Soul, that wars within me, | 
And raiſes every Senſe to my Confuſion ;- 

By Heav'n I'm tottering on the very brink 

Of Peace; and thou art all the hold I've left. 
Bev. Alas! I know thy Sorrows are moſt Mighty; 

I know th' haſt cauſe to Mourn; to Mourn, my 7 feir, 
Wich endlefs Cries, and never-ceaſing Wailings, 

Th haſt loſt Fa. Oh I've loſt what can't be Count 
My Friend too, Belvidera, that dear Friend, © 
Who, next to thee, was all my health rejoyc'd in, 
Has us'd me like a Slave; ſhamefully us'd me; 
*T would break thy pitying heart to hear the ſtory. 
What ſhal4 I do? Reſentaient, Indignation, 


2 * 
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Loe, Pity, Fear, and Mem'ry how I've Wrong' d. him, 

Diſtract my quiet with the very Thought on't, 

And tear my Heart to pieces in my Boſom. 

Belv. What has he done? 

74. Thou'dſt hate me, ſhould I tell thee. Be w. Why? 

af. Oh he has us d me! yet by Heav'n I bear it; 

He has us'd me, Belvidera; but firſt ſwear 

That when I've told thee, thou wilt not loathe me utterly, 

Tho vileſt Blots and Stains appear upon me ; 

But ſtill at.Jeaſt with Charitable Goodneſs, 

Be near me in the Pangs of my Affliction; 

Not Scorn me, Belvidera, as he has done. 

Belv. Have I then e er been Falſe that now I'm Doubted ? 

„what's the cauſe Pm grown into Diſtruſt? 

Why thought unfic to hear my Love's Complaining? JF. Oh! 
Belo. Tell me. Faff. Bear my Failings for they're many, 

Oh my dear Angel! in that Friend I've loſt 

All my Soul's Peace; for every Thought of him 

Strikes my Senſe hard, and deads it in my Brains; 

Would'ſt thou believe it.? | Of 
Belv. Speak. Fa. Before we parted, 

Eer yet his Guards had led him to his Priſon, 

Full of ſevereſt Sorrows for his Sufferings, 

With Eyes g erflowing, and a Bleeding Heart, 

Humbling my ſelf almoſt beneath my Nature; 

As at his Feet I kneeFd, and ſu'd for Mercy, 

Forgetting all our Friendſhip, all the dearnefs 

In which we've liv'd ſo many years together, 

With a Reproachful Hand he daſh'd a Blow: 

He ſtruck me, Belvidera, by Heav'n he ſtruck me, 

Buffered, calFd me Traitor, Villain, Coward. 

Am I a Coward? am I a Villain? tell me: 

Th'art the beſt Judge, and mad'ſt me, if Iam fo. 

Damnation; Coward! - Bele. Oh Forgive him, Faffeir, 

And if his Sufferings wound thy Heart already, | 

What will they do to-morrow ? ; 
Taff. Hab! Bielv. To-morrow, 

When thou ſhale fee him ſtretch'd in all theAgonies 

Ot a Tormenting and a Shameful Death; © 

His bleeding Bowels and his broken Limbs, 

Inſulted o'er by a vile Butchering Villain; » 

What will thy Heart do then? Oh fure (will ſtream 

Like my Eyes now. ; 33 

Ja. What means thy dreadful Story ? 

Death, and to morcow ? Broken Limbs and By wels? | 

Infulred o'er by a vile Butchering Villain? By 


— 


— 
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By all my Fears I ſhall ſtart out to Madnefs,. 
With barely gueſſing, if the Truth's hid longer. 

Belv. The Faithleſs Senators, tis they've decreed ir : 
They ſay, according to our Friend's requeſt, © 
They ſhall have Death, and not Ignoble Bondage: 
Declare their promis d Mercy all as Forfeited; 

Falſe to their Oaths, and Deaf to Interceſſion; 
Warrants are paſs'd for Publick Death to-morrow. . 

Taff. Death! doom'd to die! Gondemn'd uaheard! unpleacey 

Belv. Nay, cruel'ſt Racks and Torments are preparing, | 
To force. Confeſſions from their dying Pangs. 
Oh do not look ſo teriibly upon me; 

How your Lips ſhake, and all your Face diſorder d! 

72 means my Love? 2 s kh 
faff. Leave me, I charge thee leave men empta 

Wake in my Heart. Belv. For what? 22 

'Feff. No more, but leave me. . Bely. Why? 

Faff. Oh! By Heav'n I love thee with that Fondneſs, 

I would not have thee ſtay a moment longer, ' - © 
Near theſe curſt hands: are they not cold upon thee? 

Bel. No, everlaſting Comfort's in thy Arms, Q Pull che Daggy buf 
To lean thus on thy Ereaſt is ſofter eaſe, our of his Boſom, ond 
Than downy Pillows deck'd with Leaves of Roſes. x ir beck agen. 

Feoff. Alas! thou thinkeſt not of che Thorns tis fill'd with: 
Fly, e er they call thee : there's a lurking * 
Ready to leap, and Sting thee to thy Heart: 

Art thou not terrify'd 2 Ko: 

Belv. No. | Jeff. Call to mind 
What thou haſt done, and whither thou haſt brought me. 

Belv. Hah ! A | $22 

Taff. Where's my Friend? my Friend, thou Smiling Miſchief? 
Nay, ſhrink not, now tis too late, thou ſhould'ſt have fled 
When thy Guilt firſt had cauſe ; for dire Revenge, 

Is up, and Raging for my Friend. He groans! 

Hark how he groans, his ſcreams are in my Ears 
Already; ſee, they ve fd him on the Wheel, 

And now they tear him Murther ! Per jur d Senate! 

- Murther— Oh! hark thee, Traitreſs, thou haſt done this; 
Thanks to thy Tears and falſe perſwading Love. ng for 
How her yes ſpeak! O thou Bewitching Creature % Dagger. 
Madneſs can't hurt thee : Come, thou little Trembler, 
Creep even into my heart, and there lie fafe; 

Tis thy own Citadel hah yet ſtand off, 
Heav'n muſt have Juſtice, and my broken Vows 
Will fink me elſe beneath fits reaching Mercy 5 

I wack, and then tis done Ha 


Belv. 


ef? 


A Put Diſcover'd. 
ele. What means the Lord 
he me, my Life and Love ? what's in thy Boſom, 
u graſpeſt at ſo? nay 
Vhat wilt thou do ? Ah do pot kill me, Faffeir: Q offers te Stab her. 
ry theſe pancing Breaſts, and trembling Limbs, —- , | 
it us d to claſp thee when thy Looks were milder, 
hat yet hang heavy on my unpurg d Soul: | 
Ind plunge it not into Eternal Darkneſs, 
a. No, Belvidera, when we parted laſt, 
gare this Dagger with thee as in truſt, 
o be thy Portion; If I e're prov'd Falſe. 
n ſuch Condition was my Truth believ'd ; 9 
1: now tis forfeited, and muſt be paid for. | Offers to Stab ber ag ain, 
Bu. Oh, Mercy ! rt 5 Kneelmg. 
J,. Nay, no Strugling. | 
lv. Now then Kill me. | Leaps wpon bis Neck and Kiſſes bim. 
While thus I _y about thy Cruel Neck, 
is thy Revengetul Lips, and die in Joys 
reater than any I can gueſs hereafter. ” 
Taff. I am, I — ß witneſs't Heav'n, 
neſs it, Earth, and erry Being, witneſs; _ 
is but one Blow yet, by Immortal Love, | 
cannot longer bear a Thought to harm thee, { He brow: away the Dag. 
he Seal of Providence is ſure upon theez Neger and Embraces her. 
id thou wer t Born for yet unheard-of Wonders: | 
h thou wert either born to Save or Damn me! 
all the Power that's given thee o'er my Soul, 
WW thy Reſiſtleſs Tears and Conquering Smiles, 
dhe Victorious Love that ſtill waits on thee; 
to thy Cruel Father; fave my Friend, 
Call our future Quiet's loſt for ever: | 
ll at his Feet, cling round his Reverend Knees; | 
ak to him with thy Eyes, and-with thy Tears 
lelt his hard Heart, and wake dead Nature in him, 
uſh him in th* Arms, Torture him with thy Softneſs : 
Ner, till thy Prayers ave granted, ſet bim free, 


Tie Endof the Fourth Act. 


, why am I thus treated? ſ Draw: the Dagger, 
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But Conquer bins, as thou haſt Conquer d me. [ Ex: Ambe, 
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And Deathleſs Infamy is fall'n upon me. 
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Iacurable has ſeiz d upon my Memory, 
Curs'd be the Fatal minute when I Got her; 


The vileſt Beaſts are happy in their Off-fprings, 
Curſt be the Names, and ſome ſwift Blow from Fate 


Who ne er ask d Alms before, in that dear hope 


By the kind tender Names of Child and Father, 
Hear my Complaints, and take me to your Love. 


Venice Proſefe#/d 5.or _ 
Enter Priuli ſolu, © 


HY, Cruel Heav'n, have my unhappy 
Been lengthen'd to this ſad one? Oh 


Prin. 


day 
Diſkoncw 


Was it my fault? am I Traitor? No. 
But then, my only Child, my Daughter; Wedded ; 
There my beſt Blood runs foul, and a Diſeaſe 


To make it Rot and Stink to after-Apes. 


Or wou'd that I'd been any thing but Man, | 
And rais d an Iſſue which wou d ne'er have wrong d me. 
The miſerableſt Creatures ( Man excepted) | 
Are not the lefs eſteem d, tho their Poſterity 
Degenerate from the Virtues of their Fathers; 


While only Man gets Traitors, Whores, and Villains. 


Lay his Head deep, where mine may be | 
| Enter Belvidera in 4 long Mourning Veil. 
Belv. He's there, my Father, my Inhuman Father, 
That, for three years, has left an only Child 
Expos'd to all the Outrages of Fate, 
And Cruel Ruin oh ſou = 
Priu. What Child of Sorrow rim ame! 
Art thou that com'ſt thus wrap'd in Weeds of Sadneſs, 
And w—_ as - my _— wow towards a Gage? 
Belv. retch, who from the very top of Happineſs 
Am fall'n into the loweſt depths of Miſery, 


And want your picying hand to raiſe me up again. 
abel Sorrows; 


Prin. Indeed thou talk ſt as thou hadſt 
Would I could help ther. 

Belv. Tis greatly in your Power: 
The World too, ſpeaks you Charitable; and I, 


Am come a Begging to you, Sir. Pris. For what? 
Bely. Oh, well regard me, is this Voice a ſtrange one? 
Conſider too, when Beggars once pretend 
A Caſe like mine, no little will content em. 
Prin. What would'ſt thou Beg for? 22 | 
Belv. Pity and Forgiveneſs. [Throws up ber 
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Pris. My Daughter? Bev. Yes, your Daughter, by a Mother 
Virtuous and e, Faithful to your liver, - 4 
$ Obedient to your Will, Kind to your Wiſhes, 

Dear to your Arms. By all the Joys ſhe gave you, 
When in her Blooming Years ſhe was your Treaſure, 
Look kindly on me; in my Face behold 

The Lineaments of hers y ve Kiſs'd fo often, 

pleading the Cauſe of your poor caſt- off Child. 

Pris. Thou art my Daughter. Bel. Les — And y ve oft told me 
wic Smiles of Love, and Chaſte Paternal Kiſſes, | 
ra much Reſemblance of my Mother. Prin. Oh! 

Ws 11:0 thou Inbericed her Matchlefs Virtues 

Id been too Bleſs c. © Bel. Nay, do not call to Memory 
My Diſobedience, but let Pity enter MT: 

Into your Heart, and quite deface th* Impreſſion. 

For could rom think how mine's perplext, what Sadneſs, 

Fears and Delpairs diſtract the Peace within me, 

Oh! you would take me in your dear dear Arms, 

Hover with ſtrong Compaſſion o'er your Young One, 

To Shelter me with a Protecting Wing, | | 

From the black gather'd Storm, that's juſt, juſt breaking. | 

Pris, Don't talk thus. Bel. Yes, I muſt, and you muſt hear too. 
I have a Hudband, >" Priu. Damn him. 

Bel. Oh ! do not Curſe him ; 
He would not ſpeak fo hard a word towards you 
On any Terms, howe'er he deal with me. | 
Pris. Hah ! What means my Child ? 

Bel. Oh! there's but this ſhort moment 
Twixt me and Fate: Yet ſend me not with Curſcs 
Down to my Grave; afford me one kind Bleſſing 
Before we part: juſt take me in your Arms, 
And recommend me with a Prayer to Heav'n, 

That I may dye in Peace, and when I'm Dead 

Pris. How my Soul's catcht? 

Bel, Lay me, I beg you, lay me 
By the dear Aſhes of my render Mother. 

She would have pitied me, had Fate yet ſpar'd her. 

Prin. By Heav'n, my aking Heart forebodes much Miſchief. 
Tell me thy Story, for I'm ſtill thy Father. | 

Bel, No, I'm contented. Priu. Speak. 

Bel. No matter.. * Priu. Tell me. 
By yon bleſs'd Heav'n, my Heart runs o'er with Fondneſs. 

Bel. Oh! Prin. Utter't. 

' Bel, Oh my Husband, my dear Husband > 3 
Catties a Dagger in his once kind * hs 
8 0 
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Venice: Prſercrd ; or 
To pierce the heart of: your A —. Nau. / 
Pris. Kill thee? Bel. Kill me. When he pale bis Fat 
And Covenant againſt your de and-Sepate;// 7 
He gave me up as Hoſtage for his Truss 
With me a wy -7 and amet Commiſſion, - old 141] l 
When e'er he fail'd, to plunge it through. chis Boſom. 51 
I learnt the Danger, choſe the hour of Love! | "= 
T' attempt his Heart, and bring it back to Heben 
Great Love prevail'd, and bleſs: d me with Succeſs; 
He came, Confeſs'd, Betray d his deareſt Friends, 
For promis d Mercy. Now they't doom d to — Ad. 
Gall d with remembrance of what then was Sworn; 
If chey are loſt, he Vows t' Appeaſe the Gods 
Wich this poor Life, and make: my Blood th' Atonement. 
*  Priu, Heav'ns! 
_ - Belv. Think you ſaw-what ves our lat parting 
Think you beheld him like a Raging Lion. 
Pacing * Earth, and tearing up his Steps 
Fate in his Eyes, and roaring with che pam 
Of burning Fury; think you ſaw his one hand 
FPix'd on my Throat, whilſt the extended other 
Graſp'd a keen threatning Dagger; Oh! twas thus 
We Ja Embrac'dy when; trembling with Revenge, 
He dragg'd me to the ground, and at my Boſom 
Preſented horrid Dearth;-cry'd out, My Friends, 
Where are my Friends? 1 Swore, Wept; Rag'd, Theeaten'd, Lov'd; 
For he yet Lov'd, and that dear Love pretery dme, 
To this laſt try al of a Father's Pity. N 
I fear not Death, but cannot bear a Thought -|- 
That that dear hand ſhould do th unfriend y Office. 
If I was ever then your care, now bear ma 
Fly co the Senate, fave the promis d Lives |) 
Of his dear Friends, e er mine be inaJerhe Sacrifice. - 
Pris. Oh, my heart's Comfort 7 : Bek. Will you not, my Father? 
Weep not but anſwer me, en e Pris: By Heav n, Iwill. 
Not one of em but what ſhall be Immortal. . 
- Canſt thou forgive me all my Follies paſt, 
ll wid 2 indeed a Father; never, 
Never more thus expoſe, but cheriſh thee, 
Dear as the Vital Warmth that feeds my Life... 
Dear as theſe Eyes that weep in Fondaes « o'er I: 
Peace to thy heart. Farewell. 
Bel. Go, and remember. 
'Tis e L Life her Father. pleads for. Dane (as Far 
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eee oj 1 Bute: Antonio. 
Yom, bum, Bah, 
nor Print, my Lord Pr 


1 my Lord, my Lord, my Lord: Now 


Lord Pox on him, I am a Lord as well as he. And fo let 
tim Fiddſe Fil warrant him he's gone to the Senate-Houſe, and 
I be there too, Toon enough for fomebody, Odd Here's a tickling 

about the Plot, I'll prove there's a Plot with a Vengeance--— 
Would I had it without Book; let me fee —— 
Moſt Reverend Senators, | 


iat there is a Plot, ſutely by this time, no man that hath eyes or 


lugt in the Cucumber ——no— hold there — Cucumber does 
not come in et tis as plain as the light in the Sun, or as the 
Man in the Moon, even at Noon- day. It is indeed a Pumpkin- Plot, 
which, juſt as it was Mellow, we have gather'd, and now we have 
| eather'd it, prepar'd and dreſs d it, ſhall we throw it like a pickled 
Cucumber out at the Window ? No: that it is not only a Bloody, 
Hocrid, Execrable, Damnable and Audacious Plot; but it is, as I 


thers, that what is Sawce for a Gooſe is Sawce for a Gander: There- 
fore, I fay, as thoſe Blood-thirſty Ganders of the Conſpiracy would 
have deſtroyed us Geeſe of the Senate; let us make haſte to deſtroy 
them; ſo I humbly move for Hanging—hah, hurry durry—I think 
this will dog though I; was ſomething, out at ficſt, about the Sun 


he * | Enter 
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* 
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Aquil, Good mortow, Senator. ; 

Ante. Nacky, my dear Nacky; Morrow Nacky, odd I am very 
brick, very Merry, very Pert, very Jovial — ha a aa a— Kiſs 
me Nacky ; how do'ſt-thou FA 
me, I ſay Huzzy, Kiſs me. 95 

Aqui. Kils me, Nacky, Hang you, Sir, Coxcomb, Hang you, Sir. 
| Ante. Haity taity, is it ſo indeed? wich all my heart, faith.--Hey 


Amis, des. eee ee ee 
4dquil, Do you intend to die in your Bed? — 


ear, : \ of | Tv * 17 , | 
4quil; You'll be hang d, Seignior. 
: 3 T / „ ; | 
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ords love to call one another by our Titles. My Lord, my Lord, 


anderffanding in his head will preſume. to doubt; tis as plain as the 


may ſo ſay, a Sawey Plot: And we all know, moſt Reverend Fa- 


4 Fu Riſtovor d. | 51 


* 


my little Tory Rory Strumpet, Kiſs 
tben up go we, faith---hey,then up go we; dum dum derum dump. [ Sings. 
Sug About Threeſcore Years hence, much way be done, my 
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Ad, h h h. 


Venice Fuer; be 


Anto, Hang d, Sweet heart, prithee be quiet, hang d h-a,tha 
a merry conceit, with all my heart 3 why, thou jo ſts Nack, ; they 
art given to joking, I'll ſwear; well, I proteſt, Nacky, nay, I my 
proteſt, and will proteſt, that T love joking dearly, man. Angj 
love thee for joking, and I'll Kiſs thee for joking,” and Towſ: the 
for joking ; and odd, I have a Deviliſh Mind to take thee 264 
about that bufinels for joking too; odd I have, and Hey ben "7 
| i "ey [ Draws a N28 
Anto. O Laud, a Dagger! Oh Laud it is naturally my averſon 
I cannot endure the fight on't; hide it, for Heaven's ſake, I canny 
look that way till it be gone = hide it, hide it, oh, ob, hide it 
Aquil. Yes, in your Heatt, IH hide it. | 
Anto. My Heart; what, hide a Dagger iu my heart's- blood 
Aquil, Yes, in thy Heart, thy Throat, thou Pamper'd Devil; 
Thou haſt help'd ro ſpojl my Peace, and Fil have Vengeance 
On thy Curſt Life, for all the Bloody Senate, 
The Perjur'd Faithlefs Senate: Where's my Lord., 
My Happineſs, my Love, my God, my Hero, 
Doom'd by thy accurſed Tongue, amongſt the reft, 
T a ſhameful Rack ? By all the Rage that's in me 
I'll be whole years in Murthering The. 
Ante. Why, Nacky, 4 
Wherefore fo Paſſionate? what have I done? what's the matter my 
dear Nacky ? am not I thy Love, thy Happineſs, thy Lord, thy Hero, 
thy Senator, and every thing in the World, Nacky? 
 Aquil, Thou! think'ſt thou, thou art fit to meer my Joys; 
To bear the eager Claſps of my Embraces * 
Give me my Pierre, or 2 
Ante. Why, he's to be Hang'd, little Nacky; 
Truſs'd up for Treaſon, and ſo forth, Child. 
Aguil. Thou lyſt ; ſtop down thy Throat that Helliſh Sentence; 
Or tis thy laſt : Swear that my Lore ſhall Live, 
Or thou art Dead. | | oath, 
Anto. Ah, hbh. be 1:4 8 
Au. Swear to Recall his Doom © _ - 
Swear-at my Feet, and Tremble at my Fury. 4 
Aura. I do; now if ſhe would but kick a little bit, one kick now 


ve, dum dum derum dump 
 Aquil. See you this, Sir. 


Aquil. Swear, or ian 

Amo, I do, by theſe dear fragrant Foots 

And little Toes, ſweet as, e e e e, my. Nacky, Nacky, Nacky. 

: Aquil. How ! , AAR ot e 
Anta. Nothing but unty thy Shoe-ftring a little, faith and trot 

That's all, that's all, as I hope to live, Nacky, that's all. Anal 


* 


. 


Al. Nay, then ——— 7 74 R 
Auto. Hold, hold; thy Love, thy Lord, thy Hero 


4quil. Or may this Poniard 

Ruſt in thy Heart. | 4 

Amo. With all my Soul. 8 | Hegele 
Aquil. Farewell! | 7 | [ Ex: Aquil. 
Auto. Adieu. Why what a Bloody - mindęd inveterate termagant 
S&umpet have I been plagu'd with! oh, h h yet more! nay, then 
| die, I die, I am dead already. [ Stretches himſelf out, 


Enter Jaffeir. 


Jaf. Final Deſtruction ſeize on alf the World: 

dend down, ye Heavens, and ſhutting round this Earth, 
Cruſh the vile Globe into its firſt Confuſion ; 

Sorch it with Elemental Flames to one curs'd Cindar 
And all us little Creepers in't call'd Men, 
Burn, burn to nothing: but let Venice burn 

Hotter than all the reſt : here kindle Hell, 

Neer to extinguiſh ; and let Souls hereafter 

Groan here, in all thoſe Pains which mine feels now. 


| Enter Belvidera. 1 
> ly Liſe — | 0 [ Meeting Bim, 
My Plague — Turning from ber. 
Be, Nay then I ſee my Ruin, y | 
If I muſt die 


Taff. No, Death's this day to buſy ; 
Thy Father's il tim d Mercy came too late. 
WI thank thee for thy Labours tho, and him too. 
But all my poor Betray'd unhappy Friends 
Hare Summons to prepare for Fate's Black Hour; 
And yet I live. | 
Bel. Then be the next my Doom: © _ 
Lice thou haſt paſs'd my Sentence in thy Heart, 
And I'll no longer weep or plead againſt it, 
but with the Humbleſt, moſt Obedient Patience 
leet thy dear hands, and kiſs em when they wound me: © 
indeed I am willing, but I beg thee do it 
With ſome remorſe; and when thou giv'ſt the Blow, 
ew me with eyes of a relenting Love, © 
d ſhew me Pity, for twill ſweeten Jaſtice.. 
JF. Shew Pity to. thee! Po | 
; BY, Les; and when. thy hand's 


_ 


| troth 
Aqui 


* 


Ghall be Preſerv d and Safe. i 
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Charg'd wich my Fate, come trembling me D ted, 
As thou haſt done a thouſand thouſand dear times, 
To this poor Breaſt, when kinder Rage has brought thee, 
When our ſting'd hearts have leap'd to meet each other, 
And melting Kiſſes ſeal'd our Lips together, 
When Joys have left me gaſping in thy Arm, 
So let my Death come now, and I'll not ſhcitik from 't. 
Ja. Nay, Belviders, do not fear my Cruelty, 
Nor let the thoughts of Death perplex thy Fancy, 
But anſwer me to what I ſhall Demand, 
With a firm Temper and unſhaken Spirit. 

Belv. I will when I've done Weeping — 

Taff. Fie, no more on't | 
How long ist ſince the . d 
We Wedded firſt? 

Belv. Oh! h h. | 

74. Nay, keep in thy Thar, 
Le they Unman me too. 

Belv. Heav'n knows, I cannot; EIN 
The Words you utter ſound fo very fal, 
Theſe ſtreams. will follow —— 

Jeff. Come, II kiſs em dry then. 

Belv. But, was't a miſerable day? | 

Taff. A Curſt one. 7 

Belv. I thought it otherwiſe; and you've oft ſworn. 
Ia the N hours of warmeſt Love. 
When ſure you ſpoke the truth, you've ſworn you bleſs'd it, 
Fe. "Twas a Raſh Oath. | 33 

Belv. Then why am I not Cutſt too? 

aff. No, Belvidera;, by th” Eternal Truth, 

1 t with too much Fondneſs. 

Belv. Still fo kind? | 
Still then do you love me? 

Taff. Nature, in her Workings, 
Inclines not with more ardour to Sende, 
Than I do now towards thee: Man ne'er was Bleſs's, 
Since the firſt Pair firſt met, asT have been, 
+» _Bebv. Then ſure you will not Curſe —_ 

rig No, 11! Blels thee, . 

I came on purpoſe, Belvidera, to Bleſs Ma 
_ Tis now, I think, three years w have liv'd together. 
Bely. Arid may no Fatal Minute ever part us, 

Till Reverend grown, for Age and Love, we go 
- Down to one Grave, as our laſt Bed to gether, 5 
There Sleep in Peace till an Eternal Moring,” 


%% 


% When will that be? 21 14 | »» [Sightings 
2 I hope long Ages hence. 8. . 
Ja. Have I not hitherto ( I beg thee tell me 
y very fear) us d thee with tendereſt Love? | 
Da cer my Soul riſe up in Wrath againſt thee? ; 
11 cer Frown when Belviders Smil'd, | 
or. by the leaſt unfriendly word, betray 
ung Paſſion ? have I ever wrong d thee? 
| Belv. No. . . 4 | 
Jef. Has my Heart, or have my Eyes e et wander d 1 
o ny other Woman? TI" * 4 
bel, Never, never I were the worſt of Falſe Ones, ſhould 1 ac- 
own I've been too Happy, bleſsd above *-; -- (cuſs thee. 
Sexes Charter. we” N 
7:f. Did I not ſay I came to Bleſs thee ? 1 
8 5:0. Yes. | | | 
7af. Then hear me, Bounteous Heaven; | 
zur down your Bleſſings on this Beauteous Head, 
ſhere everlaſting Sweets are always Springing. 


ich a continual giving Hand, let Peace, 3 | 
onour, and Safety always hover round her; 
ed her with Plenty, let her eyes ne'er ſee | 


ght of Sorrow, nor her heart know Mourning : 

own-all ber Days with Joy, her Nights with Reſt, _ 
mleſs as her own Thoughts, and prop her Virtue, eat 
o bear the loſs of one that too much Lov d; wit 


i. pwfort her with Patience in our Parting. | 
Bev, How, parting, parting ? 1 
Jef. Yes, for ever parting; a 


ave Sworn, Belvidera, by yon Heav'n, | 
t beſt can tell how much I loſe, to leave thee; 
e part this hour for ever. 12900 
Belv, Oh, call back | | 
bur Cruel OS ſtay with me and Curſe me 
Jef. No, tis reſoly'd. 4 11 
bv. Then hear me too, Juſt-Heav*n ; 
Ir down your Curſes on this wretched Head " 
ich never-ceaſing Vengeance; let Deſpair, 3 
er, or Infamy, nay all ſurround me; | 
Ne me with wantings; let my eyes ne'er ſee 
git of Comfort, nor my heart know Peace, 
dh my Days with Sortow, Nights with Horrors 
Vu my own Thoughts now, and let looſe Fury. 
make me Mad enough for what Ilofſe, - 
mult loſe him; If I.muſt ! I will not. 


36 
Oh turn and hear me 
Faff. Now hold, Heart, or never. 
Belv. By all the tender Days w'have liv'd — 
By all our Charming Nights, and Joys that Crown'd em, 
Pity my fad Condicion/ ſpeak; but ſpeak. it 
Tf F. Oh, h h. 
Bev. By theſe Arms that now cling round thy Neck, 
By this dear Kiſs, and by ten thouſand more, 
By theſe poor ſtreaming eyes 
F. Murther! un-hold me: 
By th Immortal Deſtiny that doom'd me [ Draws bi; Days 
To this Curs'd Minute, I'll not live one longer; 
Reſolve to let me go, or ſee me fall=— 


Venice . jor 


Belv. Hold, Sir, be Patient. a 
Fal. Hark, the Diſtal Bell [Paſſing-Bel Ti. B 
Towls out for Death, I muſt attend its Call too; Are 
For my poor Friend, my dying Pierre expects me; Say 
He ſent a Meſſage to require Id ſee him Mur 
Before he Dy d, and take his laſt Forgiveneſs. Lute 


Farewell for ever. 
Bel. Leave thy Dagger with me. 
Bequeath me ſomething Not one Kiſs at 22 ? ö Going os, 


Oh my poor hearts when wile thou break ? looks bac 
Taff. Yet ſtay. at ber. 


We have a Child, as yer a 3 1 [7 0f 
Be a kind Mother to him when I am vans; priſo 
Breed him in Virtue and the Paths of Honour, Pi 
But let him never know his Father's Story; Fa 
I charge thee guard him from the Wrongs my Fate 2 
May do his future Fortune, or his I Can 
Now — nearer yet:!·( — ' [dpproeehing each all. But 3 
Oh that my Arms were Rivetted - = Fa 
Thus round thee ever ! But wy Wan my Oath! | Pie 
This, and no more. [Kiſe la | ne' 
Bel. Another, ſure another, Rapir 
For that poor Little One you' ve ta'n uch Care of, But li 
Fil give't him truly. ii, Nor a 
aff. So, now 3 1 Howe 
Biel. For ever? | Fat 


aff. Heav'n knows for « ever; all good Angels rd thee. 
Bel. All ill ones ſure had charge of me this moment. 
Curſt be my Days, and doubly Curſt my Nights, 
Which I muſt now mourn out in Widow d nl IJ 
Blaſted be every Herb, and Fruit, and Tree; 
Cu be the Rain chat a 
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4nd may the general Curſe reach Man and Beaſt; 
On give me Daggers, Fire or Water, + 

How I could Bleed, how Burn, how Drown, the Waves 
E 111:2ing a Boominggound my ſiaking Head, 

Till 1 deſcended to ceful Bottom 3 

Ou there's all Quiet, here all Rage and Fury; uy | 
The Air's too thin, and pierces my weak Brain: | 
long for thick ſubſtantial Sleep: Hell! He!!! 
bort from the Centre, Rage and Roar aloud, 
If thou art half ſo Hot, ſo Mad as I am, 


Enter Priuli and * IP i 
{ They Seixe ber. 


Wen, 
there? | 

* Run, ſeize, and bring her ſafely home, 

Guard her as you would Life : Alas poor Creature! 
Bel. What, to my Husband ? then conduct me quickly : 

Are all things ready? ſhall we Die moſt Gloriouſly? 

Say not a word of this to my Old Father: | 

Murmuring Streams, ſoft Shades, and ſpringing Flowers, | 

Lutes, Laurels, Seas of Milk, and Ships of Amber. [Ex. 


(owl, 


Scene opening diſcovers a Scaffold and a Wheel prepared for the Executing of 
Here; then enter Officers, Pierre and Guards, a Friar, Executioner, 


; back - and a great Rabble, 
. | | | 
Officer. Room, room there—ſtand all by, make room for the 
Priſoner. — | Y | 
Pier, My Friend not come yet ? 6 ) 
Father, Why are you ſo Obſtinate ? | 2 ; j 


Pier. Why you ſo Troubleſome, that a poor Wreech ' 
Can't die in Peace? | | . 1 
But you, like Ravens will be croaking round him 
= Father, Yet, Heaven —— 
Pier, I tell chee, Heaven and I are Friends : | 
| ne'er broke Peace with't yet by Cruel Murthers, 
Napine or Perjury, or vile Deceiving ; Pet 
but lid in Moral Juſtice towards all Men; 
Nor am a Foe to the moſt ſtrong Believers, 
Howe'er my own ſhort ſighted Faith confine me. 
Father. But an All- ſeeing Judge — 
Pier. You ſay my Conſcience 
Muſt be my Accuſer: I. have ſearchd that Conſcience, 
And find no Records there of Crimes that ſcare me. 
Pather. *Tis ſtrange. you want Faith, -* a1 
Pier, You want to lead 5 


h the, 


ſſes by, 


Venice Proſers'd ;' * 


My Reaſon blindfold, like a Hamper'd Lion, 
Check d of its Nobler Vigour; ml when Batned 
Down to obedient Tameneſs,' make it Couch, 

And ſhew ſtrange Tricks, which you call dans of Faith 
So filly. Souls are Gull'd, and you get Money. in 
Away, no more: Captain, Fd have hereafrer,'- i 4 

This Fellow write no lies of 'my Converſion, © 4 © 
Becauſe he * crept wh my troubl'd Nee 


W N Hen 3; 


Ff. Hold; Fo be dry; 1 Ty 
Heart, ſtrengthen me to bear 
ll | This hideous ſight, and humble me: Fake | lis Sis, 
 —_ The laſt Forgiveneſs of a Dying Fiend, - C2 pot 
[ut Betray'd by my vile Falſood co his Ruin, m 64 (94 
f Oh Pierre! 9 1e, egi ly rb * 
li; Pierre, Yet neare r.. to ö * 
4 Feff. Crawling on my sz (36:73 
And proſtrate on the Barth, lec 3 "rata 
How ſhall I look up to thy i injur'd Face, 
That always us'd to ſmile with Friendſhip o on — 8 
I darts an Ait of {6 much Manly Virtue, f 
That I, methinks, look little in thy ſight, 
And Stripes are fitter for me, than Embraces. 
Pier. Dear to my Arms," tho thou — Fame, 
J can't forget to love thee: prichee Faffer, 
Forgive that filthy Blow my Paſſion dealt thee; | 
I am now preparing for the Land of Peace, 
And fain would have the charitable wiſhes - 
Of all good Men, like thee, to Bleſs my . TES 
7 of Good? Tam the viteſt Creature, worſe than & er 
Suffer d the ſhameful Fate thou' rt going to caſte of. 
Why was I ſent for to be us d thus kindly ? 
Call, call me Villain, as T am; deſcribe - 
 * The Foul Complexion of my hateful Deeds ; 
Lead me to th* Rack, and ſtretah mo in thy hes, | 
I've Crimes enough to give it its fall Load, . 
And do it Credit: thou wilt but ſpoil the uſe ont, 
And honeſt Men hereafter bear its Figures 
About em as a Charm from Treacherous Friendſhi p 
Tr Dead! time grows ſhore, your Friends are dead already. 
| Pier. * 0 offer; — vealldyike Men 0 too, 


Won 


” 


vorthy their handen. 
is And what muſt I do? 
. Oh, Tae! 
4. 171 K #loud thy burthen'd Soul, 
. 
ir, Friend! Could'ſt thou yet be a Fri a Generous 
night hope Vomfort from thy Noble Sorrows RO 
Hearn knows I want a Friend; _ 
of. And I a kind one, | 
That would not thus Scorn my! Aepenüng Virtue, 
Or think when be: to die, my Thoughts are Idle. 
Pier, No! Live, I charge thee, Fofferr. 
aff Yes, F will Live, 
But it hall He to fee thy Fall Reveng'd 
Ac ſuch 4 Rate, ene ara uy 
Pier. Wile thou? | 
Taff. Iwill, By Heav'n. 
Pur. Then Rill thou'rt Noble, 
And1 forgive thee. Oh- "areal I cruſt thee ? 
J. No, Pve been falſe already. 
77 Do'ſt thou love me ? . 
F Rip up my Heart, and ſati th Doubti 
1 Curſe on this Weakneſs. Sa (He W 2 | 
JF Tears! Amazement ! Tears 3 
I never faw thee mehed thus before; 7 
And know there's ſomething labouring i in thy Boſom 4.3. 
Thar muſt have Vent: tho Pm a Villain, tell me. | 
77 _ thou that Engine? [ Pointing fo rhe Wheel. 
©, 7 
Pier, Ist fit a Soldier, who has-liv'd with Honour, 
Fought Nations Qunarrels, and been Crown'd with Conqueſt, 
Be Expos'd a common Carkaſs on a a Wheel : = 
aff. Hah tf re by | 
Lier. Speak, bt dude? 
Je. Fitting 
Pier. Is't * a Fr who has livd with 3 I 1c b 
Fought Nation's Quatrels, and been Crown'd with E 
b expos d a common ne a. Oy 


J. Hah! Se 
Pier. Speak t unge ky Wi 18 
W D101 art 


Pier. Les Is fitting? ie 35! 209% > 
Taf. Whats to de done ) 0 | 
Pier, I'd have thee undertake 

bomething that's Noble, to preſerve my Memory 

From the Diſgrace that's ready to _—_ It. — 
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8 Venice Feſerud; by 


Officer. The day . 3px late, Sir. 2 2 * 
Pier. I'll make haſte! Oh Jefeir, 

| Though thou'ſt Betray d me, do me * way Juſtice, 
aff. No more of that: Thy wiſhes ſhall be ſatisfy'd ; 

I have a Wife, and ſhe ſhall Bleed; my Child too, 


Yield up his little macs 21 . = Going aw; 
T'appeale thee —— 0 1255 bim. by 
Pier. No — this — no more! [He whiſper; Jaffci, 


Ff. Hah! Is't then fo? 
Pier. Moſt certainly. 
Faff. I'll do't. 

Pier. Remember. ; 
Oger. Sir. | | 


Pier. Come, now I'm ready. | He and Ja.. 
Captain, you ſhouldge 2 of Honour, feir aſcend 
Keep off hs Rabble, that I may have room the Scaffall, 


To entertain my Fate, and Die with Decency. 
Come: [ Takes of = Gown. cy 2 Herne to Bind bin, 
Father. Son 
Pier. Hence Tempter. fo d. in 
_ Officer. Stand off, Prieſt. = rc og 
Pier. I chank vos, A 1 
You'll think on't. bn Jaffeir. 
Jef *T won't grow ſtale before to-morrow. 
Pier. Now, Faffeir now I'am going. Now; [ Executions 
7055 Have at thee, And Sewing Bound bin. 
Thou honeſt heart, then — be 7 202% 97 [Stabihin, 
And this is. well co. We Stabs bim el. 
Father, Damnable Deed ! 
pier. Now thou haſt indeed been Faithful. 
This was done N _ have ray the Senate. 
aff. Bravely. | n 
Pier. Ha ha bach hs | | | Dies. 
aff. Now, you Curs'd Rulers, ö; | 
1 of the Blood y have ſhed, I make Libation; 
And ſprinklee mingling: May it reſt upon you, 
And all your Race: Be henceforth Peace a Stranger 
Within your Walls; let Plagues and Famine waſte 
Your Generations — O poor Belvidera! Mg 
Sir, 1 have a Wife, bear this i in lafety to her. 
A Token, that with my dying Breath I Bleſs'd berg, * 
And the delt little Infant left behind me.. 
I am ſick — 1 m quiet br f Die. | 


Ak Diſcover. 
Bear this News to the Senate, 
— their Bodies till there's farther Ordet: 


2 2 
f Scene Shuts upon them. 


4 , | 9 4 p 1 % 


| t. Enter Belvideta Diſtrafted, led by two of her 
5 fs Ma j Women, Priuli and Servants. if 


Pris, Strengthen her heart with Patience, Pity ing Heav'n. 
%. Come, come come, come, come, nay come to Bed, 
idee my Love. The Winds; hark how they whiſtle ? 
Wd the Kain beats: Oh how the Weather ſhrinks me 
Won ace Angry now, who cares? Piſh, no indeed. 85 
WE huſe then, I ſay you ſhall not go, you ſhall not. 
Whip your ill-nature; get you gone then; Oh: Jaffeir's 
Wc you return'd? See, Father, here he's come again, 6 riſes. - 
Wn 1 to blame to Love him? Oh thou dear one. | Gboſt ſinks, 
Why do you fly me? are you Angry ſtill ben??? 
Her, Where art thou? Father, why do you do thug 
Nad off, don't hide him from me. He's here ſomewhere. _ 
and off I ſay : what gone? remember'c Tyrant; I 
may revenge my ſelf for this Trick one day. EnterOfficer 
| do't—Tll do't. Renanl:*s a Naſty Fellow; and ojbers..” 
g him, hang him, hang im. 5 4 | 
Pris, News, what News? -* FOfficer whiſpers-Pridili. 
WD STS. s. be. 
cer, upon the Scaffold, to prevent * 
Shametul Death, Stabb'd Pierre, and next, himſelf; 
loth fell together. A e 
Prin. Daughter. T \ The Ghoſt of Jaffeir and Pierre 
Belv. Ha, look there!: Qrife together both Bloody, ' © 
ly Husband Bloody,” and his Friend too Marther! © 
ho has done this? ſpeak to me thou ſad Viſion; [G fink: 
Mn theſe poor trembling knees I beg it, Vaniſh'd — 
lere they went down; Oh! Fil dig, dig the Den up. 
ou ſhan't delude me thus. Hoa, 7 Faſfeir. | 
ep up and give me but a Look I have him! D | 
re got him, Father: Oh! now how I'll ſmuggle him! | | 
ly Lore! my Dear ! my Bleſſing! help me! help me! „ 
y have hold on me, and drag me to the bottom. 
now they. pull fo hard — farewell — [she Dies. 


| | Maid. 
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